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POEMS 

B y T H E 
EARL OF HALIFAX. 

ONTHEDEATHOP 
His Moft Sacred Majcfty King CHARLES lU 

FARE VVET«, great Charles, monarch of bkd renown. 
The beft good man that ever fiU'd a throncf 
Whom Nature as her higheft pattern wrought. 
And mix*d both fexes virtues in one draught ; 
Wifdom for councils, bravery in war. 
With all the mild good-nature of the fair* 
The woman's fweetnefs, tempered manly wit. 
And loving power, did crown'd with mceknefs fit j 
His awful perlbn reverence engag'd. 
With mild addrefs and tendernefs alFwag'd : 
Thus the almighty gracious King above, 
Does both command our fear, and win ous lave. 
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ai6 H A L I F A X ' S P O £ M S. 

With wonders born, by miracles preferv'd, 
A heavenly Hoft the infant's cradle ferv'd ; 
Arid men his healing cmpineTs omen re^. 
When fun with ftars, and day with night agreed. 
His youth for valorous patience was renown'd ; 
J. ike David, perfecuted firft, then ^rown'd : 
Lov'd in all courts, admir'd where'er he came. 
At once our nation's glory, and its fhame : 
They bleft the i(le where fuch great fpirits dwell, 
Abhorr'd the men, that could fuch worth expel. 
To fparc our lives, he meekly did defeat 
Thofc Sauls, whom wand'ring affes made fo great ; 
Waiting till heaven's ele6^ion (hould be ihovvn. 
And the Almighty fliould his unflion own. 

And own he did his powerful arm difplay'd j 

And Ifracl, ^hc be lov'd of God, obey'd ; 
Call'd by Ills people's teftrs, he came, he eas*d 
The groaning nation, the black florms appeas'd. 
Did greater blciTrngs, than he tcx)k, afford s 
England itfclf was more, than he, reflor'd. 
Unhappy Albion, by ftrangeillsopprefs'd, 
In various fevers toft, could find no reft ; 
Quite fpent and weary'd, to his arms (he fled, 
And refted oii his ihoujders her fair bending bead. 

In conquefts mild, he came from exile kind ; 
No climes, no provocations, changed his mind s 
No malice Ihcw'd, no hate, revenge, or pride, 
Hut rul'd as meekly, as his father dy'd ; 
Eas'd us from endlcfs wars, made difcords ceafc, 
Rcftor'd to quiet, and maintained in peace. 

A mi^jhty 
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ON THE DEATH OF CHAKJ.ES II. tit 
A mighty fcrics cf new time began. 
And rolling years in jo3rful cipcles ran. 
Then wealth the city, bufinefs fiU'd the port. 
To mirth our tumults tumM, our wars to fport : 
Then learning AourilhM, blooming art8<lid fpring. 
And the glad Mufes prun'd their drooping wing : 
Then did our flying towers improvement know. 
Who now command as far as winds can blow ; 
With canvafs wings nMind.all the globe they fly. 
And, biiilt by Charles's art, all ftorms defy ; 
To every coaft with ready fails are hurPd, 
Fill us with wealth, and with o\ir fame the world; 
From who(e<]iflra^ons feas do us divide ; 
Their riches here in floating cailles ride. 
We reap the fwarthy Indian's fweat and toil j 
Their fruit, without the mifchiefs of their foil. 
Here in cool fliades their gold and pearls receive. 
Free from the heat which does their luflre give. 
In Perfan filks, eat Eaftem fpice ; fecure 
From burning fluxes, and their calenture t 
Under our vines, upon the peaceful ihore,- 
We fee all Europe toail, hear tempefls roar : 
Rapine, fword, wars, and famine, rage abroad. 
While Charles their hoft, like Jove from Ida, aw'dj 
Utfrom our foes, and from ourfelves did fliield. 
Our towns i^x>m tumults, and from arms the field f. 
For when bold Fa6^ion goodnefs could difdain. 
Unwillingly he ut*d a ftraiter rein : 
In the flill gentle voice he lov'd to fpeak. 
But could with thunder hardened rebels break. 

Yet 



tt« HALIFAX'S POEMS. 
Yet though they wak*d the laws, his tender rnind 
Was undifturb'dy in wrath fcverely kind ; 
Tempting his power, and urging to afTume ; 
Thus Jove in love did Semek confume. 
As the ftout oaky when round his trunk the vine 
Does in foft wreaths and amorous foldings twine, 
Eafy and (light appears ; the winds fron^ far 
Summon their noify forces to the war : 
But though fo gentle feems his outward foms 
His hidden ftrenth out-braves the loudef^ dorm : 
Firmer he (lands, and boldly keeps the field. 
Shewing (lout minds, when unprovoked, are mild. 
So when the good man made the crowd prefuoie. 
He (hew'd himfelfy and did the king aflume : 
For goodnefs in excefs may be a fin, 
Juftice mud tame, whom mercy cannot win» 
Thus winter fixes the undable (ea, 
And teaches redlefs water condancy, 
Which under the warm influence of bright days. 
The fickle mo&ion of each blad obeys. 
To bridle fa6lions, (lop rebellion's couHe, 
By eafy methods, vanqui(h without force ; 
Relieve the good, bold (lubbom foes fubdue^ 
Mildnefs in wrath, meeknefs in anger (hew, 
Were arts great Charles's prudence only knew. 
To fright the bad, thus awful thunder roils. 
While the bright bow (ecures the faithful fouls. 
Such is thy glory, Charles, thy lading name» 
Blighter than our proud neighbour's guilty fame ; 

More 
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ON THE DEATH OF CHARLES 11. 219 

More noble than the fpoils that battles yield. 

Or all the empty triumphs of the field. 

*Tis lefs to conquer, than to make war ccafe. 

And without fighting, awe the world to peace : 

For proudcft triumphs from contempt arife j 

The vanquilh'd firft the conqueror's arms defpiie : 

Won cnfigns arc rfic gaudy marks of fcom. 

They brave the vi£ter firft, and then adom. 

But peaceful monarchs reign like gods : while noQe 

Difpute, all love, blefs, reverence their throne. 

Tigers and bears, with all the favage hoft, 

May boldnefs, ftrength, and daring conqueft boaft ; 

But the fweet paiiions of a gendrous mind 

Arc the prerogative of human -kind ; 

The god-like image, on our clay impreft, 

The darling attribute which heaven loves beft ; 

In Charles Po good a man and king, we ice 

A double image of the deity. 

Oh ! had he more refembled it ! Oh, why 

Was he not ftill more like,, and could not die ? 

Now do our thoughts alone enjoy his name, 

And faint ideas of our blefiing ^me ! 

Jn Thames, the Ocean's darling, England's pride. 

The pleafing emblem of his reign does glide : 

Thames the fupport and glory of our ille. 

Richer than Tagus, or Egyptian Nile : 

Though no rich fand in him, no pearls are found. 

Yet fields rejoice, his meadows laugh around ; 

Lefs wealth his bofom holds, lefs guilty ftores. 

For he exhaufts himfeif; t'enrich the ^ores. 

Mild 
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ato HALIFAX'S POEMS. 

Mild and ferene the peaceful current flows, 

No angry foam, no raging furges knows ; 

No dreadful wrecks upon his banks appeao', 

His crylial ftream unftain'd by widows tear, 

His channel ilrong and eafy, deep and clear. 

No arbitrary inundations fweep 

The plowman's hopes, and life into the deep ; 

His even waters the old limits keep« 

But oh ! he ebbs, the fmiling waves decay. 

For ever, lovely fhream, for ever ftay ! 

To the black Tea his'filent courfe does bend. 

Where the beft ib-eams, the longeft rivers, end. 

His fpotlefs waves there undiftinguilh'd pafs, 

None fee, how clear, how bounteous, fweet, he was. 

No difference now, though late fo much, is feen, 

*Twixthim, fierce Rhine, and the impetuous Seine.* 

But lo ! the joyful tide our hopes reilores. 
And dancing waves extend the widening (hores. 
James is our Charles in all things but in name : 
Thus Thames is daily loft, yet ftill the fame. 



O D £ on the Marriage of the Princefs ANNE 
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WHILST black defigns (that direful work of Fate; 
Diflrad the labouring ftate ; 
Whilft (like the fca) around loud difoords roar. 
Breaking their fury on the frighted ihore j 
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AN ODE. «2i 

And England does like brave Vienna fiahdi 
Beiieg'd by Infidels oH either hand ; 
What means this peaceful train, this pompous iight ? 

What means this royal beauteous pair ? 
This troop of youths and virgins heavenly fair. 

That does at once aiionifli and delight ; 
Great Charles, and his illuftrious brother here. 

No bold aiTaflinatc need fear ; 

Hei-e is no harmful weapon found, 
Nothing but Cupid's darts and Beauty here can wound, ' 
II. 

How gfatcful does this fcene appear 

To us, who might too juftly fear 

We never Ihould have feen again 

Aught bright, 'but armour on the plain ? ' 
Ne'er in th^ir chcarful garb t' have feen the fair. 
While all, with melting eyes and wild difhevclM hair, 
Had mourn'd their brothers, fons, and hulbands flain. 
Thefe duiky fhadows make this fcene more bright j 

The horror adds to the delight. 
This glorious pomp our fpirits chears ; from hence 
We lucky omens take, new happinefs commence. 

III. 
Thus when the gathering clouds a ftorm prepare, 
And their black force aflbciate in the air ; 
(Endeavouring to eclipfe the bounteous light, 
Who, with kind warmth, and powerful rays. 

Them to that cnvy'd height 
From their mean native earth did raiie.) • 
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And with this beauteous lady you may gain 

(This lady, that alone 
Of greater value is than any throne) 

Without that rapine, guilt, and hate. 
By a calm and even fate, 
That empire, which they did fo fliort a while maintain. 

THE MAN OF HONOUR, 

Occafioned by a Poilfcnpt of Penii's Letter. 

NOT all the threats or favour of a crown, 
A prince's whifpcr, or a tyrant's frown. 
Can awe the fpirit, or allure the mind, 
Of hiTf), who to ftri6l honour is inclined. 
Though all the pomp and plcafurc that does \vait 
Oft public places, and affairs of ftate, 
Should fondly court him to be bafc and great ; 
With even pafiions, and with fettled face. 
He would remove the harlot's falfe embrace. 

Though all the ftorms and tempers (Iiould arifc. 
That church-magicians in their cells advice, 
And from their fettled balis nations tear, 
He would unmov*d the mighty ruin bear j 
Secure in innocence contemn them all, 
And decently array'd in honours fall. 

For this, brave Shrewfbury and Lumley's name 
Shall ftand the foremoft in the lift of fame; 
Who firft with Ready minds the current broke. 
And to the fuppliant monarch boldly f|X)ke ; 

** Gicat 
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V. 

Whatever then was his defire. 
His cannons did command in fire : 
Now he hirafelf for pity prays. 
His love in timorous fighs he breathes. 
While all his fpoiis, and glorious wreaths 
Of laurel, at her feet the vanquifhM warrior lays. 
^reat prince ! by that fubmiilion you'll gain more 
Than e'er your haughty courage won before ; 
Here on your knees a greater trophy gain, 
Than that you brought froin Lunfden's famous plain ; 
Where, when your brother, fired with fuccefs, 
Too daringly upon the foe did prefs. 
And was a captive made, then you alone 
Bid with your fingle arm fupport the throne s 
Your jgen'rous bread, with fury boiling o*er, 
hike lightning throu^ their fcatter'd troops you flew. 
And from th' amazed £oe the royal prize in triumph bore* 

VI. 
You have your anceftors in this one aft out-done. 
Though their fuccefsful arms did this whole ifle o'er-run. 
They, to revenge a raviih'd lady, came. 
You, to enjoy one fpotlefs as your fame : 
Before them, as diey march'd, the country fled, 
And back behind them threw 
Their curfes as they flew ; 
On the bleak ihore, expefting you, they (land. 
And with glad ihouts conduft to land : 
Through gaping crowds you *re forc'd to prefs your way. 
While virgins iigh, the young men ihout, aixi<ic\^^x!ks.'% 
pray. 
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226 HALIFAX'S POEMS. 

** Their modcft nature curbs the ftruggUng flame» 

" And ftifles what they wilh to a6t, with fhame : 

" But once this fence thrown do^^Ti, when they perceivr 

** That they may tafte forbidden fruit and live ; 

'* They flop not here their courfe, but fafely in, 

** Grow ftrong> luxuriant, and bold in fin ; 

** True to no principles, prefs forward ftill, 

** And only bound by appetite their will : 

** Now fawn and flatter, while this tide prevails^ 

*' But Ihift with every veering blaft their fails. 

" Mark thofe that meanly truckle to your power, 

*' They once deferted, and chang'd fides before, 

'* And would to-morrow Mahomet adore. 

** On higher fprings true men of honour move, 

** Free is their fervice, and unbought their love : 

** , When danger calls, and honour leads the way, 

** With joy they follow, and with pride obey : 

<* When the rebellious foe came rolling on, 

** And fhook with gathering multitudes the throne, 

'* Where were the minions then ? What arm, whatforce^ 

** Could they oppofe to flop the torrent's courfe ? 

** Tlien Pembroke, then the nobles finnly flood» 
** Free of their lives, and lavifh of their blood j 
** But, when your orders to mean ends decline, 
** With the fame conflancy they all refign." 

Thu^ fpake the youth, who opened firfl the way^. 
And was tlie Phofph'rus to the dawning day i 
FoUow'd by a more glorious fplendid hofl. 
Than any age, or any realm can boafl : 

6 S# 



^ THE MAN OF HOKOURr ft»7 
So great their fame, fo numerous their train, 
To name were cnctlefs, aild to praife in vain ; 
But Herbert and great Oxford merit more j 
Bold is their flight, and more fublime tliey foar ; 
So high their virtue as yet wants a name. 
Exceeding wonder, and furpaifing fame : 
Rife, glorious church, cre£t thy radiant head ; 
The ftorm is paft, th* impending tempcft fled ; 
Had Fate decreed tl^y ruin or difgrace, 
It had not p:iven fuch fons fo brave a race ; 
When for dcftruftion heaven a realm defigns. 
The fymptoms firft appear in flavilh minds. 
Thcfe men would prop a finking nation's weight, 
Stop failing vengeance, and reverfe ev'n fate. 
Let other nations boaft their fruitful foilj 
Their fragrant fpices, their rich wine and oil j 
In breathing colours, and in living paint. 
Let them excel ; their maftery we grant. 
But to inftru£^ the mind, to arm the foul 
With virtue which no dangers can control ; 
Exalt the thought, a fpecdy courage lend, 
Tliat horror cannot (hake, or pleaiure bend ; 
Thefe arc the Englifli arts, thcfe we profefs. 
To be the fame in mifery and fucccfs ; 
To teach oppreflbrs law, afiift the good. 
Relieve the wretched, and fubdue the proud. 
Such are our fouls : -but what doth worth avail 
When kings commit to hungry priefts the fcalc ? 
All merit *8 light when they difpofe the weight. 
Who either wauld.embi?pvL or rule the ihXA \ 



lit HALIFAX»S POEMS. 
Defame thofc heroes who their yoke refufe. 
And blaft that hoAefty they cannot ufe ; 
The ftrength and fafety of the crown deftroy, 
And the king's power againll himielf employ 5 
Aflfront his friends, deprive him of the brave 5 
Bereft of thefe, he muft become their flave. 
Men, lik^ our money, come die mod in play^ 
For being ba(e, and of a coarfe allay. 
The richeft medals, and the pureft gold. 
Of native value, and exa6^eft mould, 
By worth concealed, in private clofets fhine. 
For vulgar ufe too precious and too 6ne ; 
Whilft tin and copper with new flamping bright^ 
Coin of bale metal, counterfeit and light. 
Do ail the buiinefs of the nation's turn, 
RaisM in oontempt, us'd and employ'd in (com ; 
So ihining virtues are for courts too bright. 
Whole guilty a£lions fly the fearching light 1 
Bicb in themfelves, difdaining to afpire. 
Great widiout pomp^ diey willingly retire ; 
Give place to fools, whofe raih misjudging ieofc 
Increafes the weak meafures of their prince ; 
They blindly and implicitly run on, 
Nor fee thofe dangers which the odien ihun : 
Who, flow to ^6k, each bufineis duly weigh, 
Adviie with freedom, and with care obey 1 
Widi wifdom fatal to dieir ktereft, fbrive 
To make their monarch lov'd, and nation thrive. 
Such have no place where priefts and women reign^ 
Vho lore fitros dnvcn^ and a loofer reia. 

AN 
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CHARLES EARL OF DORSET, 

Occafioned by his Majefiy's Vi&ory in Irekuid. 

TTTHAT ! ihall the king the nation'^gemus raife, 
^ ^ And make us rival our great Edward's days j 

Yet not one Mule, worthy a conqueror's name. 

Attend his triumphs, and record his fame ? 

Oh, Dorfet ! you alone this fault can mend. 

The Muics' darling, confident, and friend ; 

The poets are your charge^ and, if unfit. 

You fhould be fin*d to fumiih abler wit j 

Obliged to quit your eafe, and draw again. 

To paint the greateft hero, the befl pen. 
A hero, who thus early doth out-fliine 

l^he ancient honours of his glorious line $ 

And, foaring more fublimely to renown. 

The memory of their pious triumphs drown j 

Whole aftions are delivered o'er to fame. 

As types and figures of his greater name. 
When fate fome mighty genius has defign'd, 

For the relief and wonder of mankind, 

Nature takes time to anfwer the intent. 

And climbs, by flow degrees,' the fteep afcent: 

0^3 Vq«. 



130 HALIF-AX'S POEMS. 
She toils and labours with the growing weight, 
And watches carefully the ftcps of fate j 
Till all the feeds of providence unite, 
To fct the hero in a happy light j 
Then, in a lucky and propitious hour, 
Exerts her force, and calls forth ail her pou'er. 

In Naflau's race Ihe made this long eflay j 
]^eroes and patriofts prepared the way, 
And promis'd, in their dawn, this brighter day ; 
A public fpirit diftingiiifh'd all the line, 
Succeffive virtues in each branch did ihine. 
Till this laft glory rofe, and crown'd the great defi 
Bleft be his name ! and peaceful lie his grave. 
Who durft his native foil, loft Holland, favc ! 
But William's genius takes a wider fcope. 
And gives the injured, in all kingdoms, hope j 
Born to fubdue infulting tyrants' rage, 
The ornament and terror of the age ; 
The refuge where afflifbed nations find 
Relief from thofe oppreflbrs of mankind, 
Whom laws reftrain not, and no oaths can bind. 
Him, their deliverer Europe does confefs. 
All tongues extol, and all religions blefs j 
The Po, the Danube, Boetis, and the Rhine, 
United in his praife, their wonder join ; 
While, in the public caufe, he takes the field. 
And (heltcr'd nations fight behind his fliicld. 
His foes themfelves dare not applaufe refufe : 
And ihall fuch adtions want a faithful Mufc ? 
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AN EPISTLE. 431 
Poets have this to boaft; without their aid» ' 
The freftieft laurels nipp'd by malice, fade, 
And- virtue to oblivion is betray'd : 
The proudeft honours have a narrow date, 
Unlefs they vindicate their names from fate. 

But who is equal to fuftain the part ? 
pryden has numbers, but he wants a heart ; 
tn jolri'd- 4- penance, which is too fevere 
tor playing once the fool, toperfevere. 
Others,- who knew the trade, have laid it down 5 
And, looking round, I find you fland alone. 

How, Sir, can you, or any Englilh Mufe, 
^ur country's fame, our monarch's arms, refufe } 

'Tis not my want of gratitude, but (kill, 
Makes me decline what I can ne'er fulfil, 
I cannot f^ng of conquelb as I ought, 
And my breath fails to fweli a lofty note. 
I know my compafs, and my Mufe's fizc, 
^he loves to (port and play, but dares not rife 9 
Idly affe61:s, in this familiar way, 
In eafy numbers loolely to convey, 
What mutual friendfhip would at diftance fay. 

Poets aiTume another toiie and voice, 
When vi6tory *8 their theme, and arms their choice. 
To follow heroes in the chace of fame, 
Afks force and heat, and fancy wing'd with flame. 
What words can paint the royal warrior's facQ ? 
What colours can the figure boldly raife, 
When, covcr'd o'er with comely dufl and finoke, 
£[c pierc'd the foe, and thickeft fquadrons broke ? 
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His bleeding arm, ftiU painful with the fore. 
Which, in his people's cawfe, the pious father bore : 
Whom, cleaving through Ac troops a glorious way. 
Not the united force of France and hell could fiay. 

Oh, Dorfet ! I am raised ! I*m ali on fire ! 
And, if my ftreogth couid anAver my deiire. 
In fpeaking paint this figure fhbuld be ieen. 
Like Jove his grandeur, and like Mars his meiii ; 
And gods defcending ihould adorn thefcene. 

See, fee ! upon the banks of Boyne he ftandsy 
By his own view adjufUng his commands : 
Calm and fcrene the armed coaft furveys, 
And, in cool thoughts, the different •chances wcig^tl 
Then, firM with fame, .end eager of renown, 
Rtfolves to end the war, «nd fix the throne. 
From wing to wing the fquadrons bending Aand, 
And clofc their ranks to meet their king's command | 
The drums and trumpets ileep, the fprightly bqUc 
Of neighing deeds, and cannons louder iraioe, 
Sufpended in attention, banifh far 
All hoftile founds, and hufli the din of war : 
The filent troops ftretch forth an eager look, 
Liftcning with joy, whik thus their general fpoke^ 
** Come, fdlow-foidicrs, follow meoncemore^ 
" And fix the fate of Europe on that ihere ; 
**' Your courage only waits from me the word, 
** But England's happinefs commands my fword i 
*' In her defence I every part will bear, 
*' The foldier's danger, and the prince's can^ 
** And envy any aroi an e^ual ibare* 
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^* Set all that *s dear to men before ^our fight ; 
"■* For laws, religion, liberty, we fight; 
** To fevc your wives from rape, your towns from flame, 
"** Redeem your country fold, and vindicate her name ? 
"^ At whoie requeft and timcJy call I roie, 
" To tempt my faffe, and all my hopes expofc ; 
** Struggled with adverie ftorms and winter fcas, 
** That in my labours you might find your eafe, 
^* Let other monarchs di£bte from afar, 
"•* And writte the empty triumphs of the war j 
'* In lazy palaces fupinely ruft ,* 
'' My fword ihall juiHfy my people's truft, 
^* For which— But I your viftory delay ; 
^* Come on I I and my genius lead the way.'' 

He (aid, new life and joy ran through the hoil. 
And fenfe of danger in their wonder loft; 
Precipitate they plunge into the flood. 
In vain die waves, the banks, the men, withflood ; 
The king leads on, the king does all inflame, 
The king — and carries millions in the name. 

As when the fwelling ocean burfts his bounds, 
And foaming overwhelms the neighbouring grounds. 
The roaring deluge, ruihiog headlong on, 
Sweepi cities in its courfe, and bears whole forefts down; 
So on the foe the firm battalions preft. 
And he, like the tenth wave, drove on the reft ; 
Fierce, gallant, young, he (hot through every place. 
Urging their flight, and hurrying on the chace ; 
lie iuiiig upon their x«ar^ or Jighten'd in their face. 

Stop* 
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Stop ! flop! brave Prince! allay that generous flar 
Enough is given to England, and to fame. 
'Remember, Sir, you in the centre ftand, 
Europe's divided inttrefts you command. 
All their defigns uniting in your hand : 
Down from your throne defccnds the golden chain, 
Which does the fabric of our world fuftain ; 
That once diflblvM by any fatal ftroke, 
Thefchcme of all our happincfs is brok«. 

Stop ! flop! brave Prince ! fleets may repair again, 
And routed armies rally on the plain ; 
But ages are required to raife fo great a man ! 
Hear, how the waves of French ambition roar, 
Difdaining bounds, and breaking on the fliore, 
Which you, ordain'd to curb their wild deftru6tive 

power, 
That ftrcngth rcmov'd ; again, again, they flow, 
Lay Europe wafte, nor law, nor limits know. 

Stop! ftop ! brave Prince !—whati does your Mi 
Sir, faint ? 
Proceed, purfue his conquers— -faith, I can't : 
My fpirits fink, and will no longer bear; 
Rapture and fury carr}''d me thus far 

Tranfported and amaz'd - 

That rage once f])ent, I can no more fuftain 
Your flights, your energies, and tragic ftrain. 
But fall back to my natural pace again ; 
In humble verfe provoking you to rhyme ; 
I V i(h there were more Doriet^ at this time. 
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AN EPISTLE. i35 
Oh ! if in France this hero had been born, 
"What glittering tinfcl would his afts adorn ! 
There 'tis immortai fame, and high renown, 

• To fteal a country, and to buy a town : 

There triumphs are o*er kings and kingdoms fold, 

And captive virtue led in chains of. gold. 

If courage could, like courts, be kept in pay 

What fums would I-^wis give, that France might fay 

That vi£l:ory follow'd where he led. the way ? 

He all his conquefts would for this refund. 

And take th* equivalent, a gldrious wound. 

Then, what advice, to fpread his -real fame. 

Would pafs between Verfailles and N6tiiedame ? 

Their pUys, therr fongs, would dwell upon his wound. 

And operas repeat no other found ; 

Boyne would, forages, be the painter's theme. 

The Gobelins labour, and the poets dream ; 

The wounded arm would furnifli all their rooms. 

And bleed foi- ever fcarlet in. the looms : 

Boileau with this would plume his artful pen : 

And can your Mufe be filent ? Think again. 

Spare yonr advice ; and fince you have begun, 
Finifh your own deiign ; the work is done. 

• Done ! nothing *s done ! nor the dead colours laid. 
And the nooft glorious fcencs ftand undifplay'd ; 

A thoufand generous jiftions clofe the rear ; 
A thoufand vHt]uc6,ftill behind, ftandcrowdingto appear. 
The Queen herfclf , the charming Queen Ihould grace ^ 
The noble piece, and in an artful place l- 

Soften war's horror with her lovely face. \ 
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Who can omit the Queen's aufpicious (mile, I 

The pride of ^tic fdr fex, the goddefs of our ifle ? I 

Who can forget, what all admir'd of late, || 

Her fears for him, her prudence for the ifaite ? I 

Difguifing cares, (he fmooth'd her looks with graoe» 

Doubts in her heart, and pleafure in her face. 

As danger did approach, her fpirits io(e. 

And, putting on the king, difmay'd his fbe«« 

l^ow, all in joy, (he gilds the chcarful court i 

In every glance defcending angels iport. 

As on the hills of Cynthus, or the meads 

Of cool Eurotas, when Diana leads 

The chorus of her Nymphs, who there advance 

A thoufand ihining maids, and form the dance | 

The (lately Goddefs with a graceful pride. 

Sweet and majeilic, does the (igureguide. 

Treading in juft and eafy meafures round i 

The fihrer arrows on her (houlder (bund ; 

She walks above them all. Such is the (bene 

Of the bright circle, and the brighter Queen. 

Thefe fubje^ do, my Lord, your (kill command^ 
Thefe none may touch with an unhallow'd hand : 
Tender the ftrokes muft be, and nicely writ, 
Difguis'd encomiums mufl be hid in wit. 
Which modcfty, like theirs, will e'er admit. 
Who made no other (lq>s to fuch a throne, 
But to defcrve, and to icceivei the crown. 



1 



Written 



I «37 J 

Written at Alt h hop, is a blank Leaf of 
Waller's Poems, upon feeing Van dyke'^ 
Picture of the old Lady Sunderland. 

VANDYKE had colours, foftncfs, fire, and art. 
When the fair Sunderland inflam'd his heart.. 
Waller had numbers, fancy, wit, and fire. 
And Sacharifia was his fond defire. 
Why then at Althrop feems her charms to faint. 
In thefc fweet numbers, and that glowing paint } 
This happy feat a fairer mifh-efs warms j 
Tills ihining offspring has eclips'd her charms : 
The difierent beauties in one face we find ; 
Soft Amoret wit|i brighteft SachahiTa join'd. 
As high as Nature reach'd, their art could foar ; 
But (he ne'er made a finiih'd piece before. 

V E R S B S, 

Written for the Toasting-Glasses of tfac^ • 
Kit-Cat Club, 1703. 

Duchefs of St. Albans. 

TH E line of Vere, fo long renown'd in arms. 
Concludes with luilre in St. Albans' charms. ^ 
Her conquering eyes have made their race compleat { 
They ro& in Valour, and in Beauty fet. 
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Duchefs of Beaufort. 
Offspring of a tuneful fire, 
Bkft with more than mortal fire j 
Likcncfs of a mother's face, 
Bleft with more than mortal grace ; 
You with double charms furprizc. 
With his wit, and with her eyes. 

Lady Mary Churchill, 
Faircft and lateft of the beauteous race, 
Blcft with your parents wit, and her firft blooming face j 
Born with our liberties in William's reign. 
Your eyes alone that liberty refhain. 

Duchefs of Richmond. 
Of two fair Richmonds different ages boafi:. 
Theirs was the firft, and our» the brightcft toaft ; 
Th' adorers offerings prove who 's moft divine. 
They facrific'd in water, we in wine. 

Lady Sunderland. 
All Nature's charms in Sunderland appear, 
Brfght as her eyes, and as her reafon clear : 
Yet ftill their force, to men not fafely known. 
Seems undifcover'd to herfelf alone. 

Mademoifclle S pan H El ME. 
Admir'd in Germany, ador'd in France, 
Your cliarms to brighter glory here advance ; 
The ftubborn Britons own your beauty's claim. 
And with their native toails enrol your name, 

O N 
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O N T H E 

COUNTESS DOWAGER OF * * * *. 

COURAGE, dear Moll, and drive away defpair. 
Mopfa, who in her youth was fcarce thought fair. 
In fpite of age, experience, and decays, 
Sets up for Charming, in her fading days ; 
SnufFs her dim eyes to give one parting blow. 
Have at the heart of every ogling beau ! 
This goodly goofe, all feather'd like a jay. 
So gravely vain, and fo demurely gay, 
Laft night, t' adorn the court, did overload 
Her bald buflF forehead with a high commode r 
Her fteps were manag*d widi fuch tender art, 
As if each board had been a lover's heart. 
In all her air, in every glance, was feen 
A mixture ftrange, twixt fifty and fifteen. 
Admiring fops about her crowding prefs ; 
Hambden himielf delivers their addrefs. 
Which (he, accepting with a nice difdain. 
Owns there her fubjefts, and begins to reign p 
Fair Queen of Fopland is her royal ftyle j 
Fopland ! the greateft part of this great ifle ! 
Nature did ne'er fo equally divide 
A female heart, 'twixt piety and pride : 
Her waiting-maids prevent the peep of day, 
And, all in order, on her toilet lay 
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Prayer-books^ patch-boxes, fermon -notes, and paint,. 
At once t' improve the finner and the ikint. 
Farewel, friend Moll : expeft no more from me ; 
But if you would a f^ill defcription fee. 
You'll find her fomewhere m the Litany, 
With Pride, Vain-glory, and Hypocrify* 



ON ORPHEUS 

AND 

SIGNORA FRANCISCA MARGARITA* 

HAIL, tuneful pair ! fay, by what wondrou* charms, 
Oiye Tcap'd from hell, and one from Greber's arms f 
When the foft Thracian touch'd the trembling ftrings^ 
The winds were hufh'd, and curPd their airy wiags : 
And when the tawny Tufcan rais'd her ftrain, 
Rooke furls his fails, and dozes on the main« 
Treaties unfiniih'd in the office deep. 
And Shovel yawns for orders on the deep. 
Thus equal charms and equal conquefts claim % 
To him high woods and b«nding timber came^ 
To her fhrub Hc^cs, and tall Nottingham, 
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GEORGE STEPNEY, Efq. 

TO KING J A M E S 11. 

Upon his Acceffion to the Throne. 
The Author ^n of Trinity-College, Cambridge! * ' 

A S vi^jbrslofe the trouble they fuilaln 
•^ ^ In greater trophies which the triumphs gain j 
And martyrs, when the joyful crown is given, 
Forget the pain by which they punchas'd heaven : 
€o when the Phoenix of our empire dyM, 
And with a greater heir thje jempty throne fupply'di 
Your glory difiipates our jnoumful dew, 
And turns our gri^if for Charles to joy for you, 
Myftcrious fate, whofe one decree could prove 
The high extreme of cruelty and love ! 

3Iay then no flight of a blafphcming Mufe, 
Thofe wife refolves of Providence accufe. 
Which eas*d our Atlas of his glorious weight. 
Since flronger HcrcuJes fupports the Hate* 

R 3 ^xv^^^^ 
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England no more fhall penfive thoughts employ 
On him fhe 'as loft j but him Ihe has, enjoy. 
So Ariadne, when her lover fled. 
And Bacchus honour'd the deferted bed, 
Ceas'd with her tears to raife the fwelling flood. 
Forgot her Thefeus, and embrac'd the god. 

On the Univerfity of Cambridge's burning the 
Ouke of Monmouth's Pi6ture, 1685, ^^ 
was formerly their Chancellor.— -In Anfwcr 
to this Queflion, ' 

" Sed quid 

** Turba Remi ? fequitur fortunam, ut femper, & edit 
** Damnatos *' 

'Y'ES, fickle Cambridge, Perkins found this true 
-■■ Both from your rabble and your doftors too. 
With what applaufc you once rcceiv'd his grace, 
And begg*d a copy of his godlike face ; 
But when the (age Vice Chancellor was furc 
The original in limbo lay fecure. 
As greafy as himfelf he fends a li6lor 
To vent his loyal malice on the pi£hirc. 
The beadle's wife endeavours all fhe can 
To fave the image of the tall young man. 
Which ihe {o oft when pregnant did embrace, 
That with ftrong thoughts fhe might improve her race ; 
But all in vain, flnce the wife houfe con^ire 
To damn the canvas traitor to the fire, 

s Left 



ON BURNING MONMOUTH'S ViCTXJtE. V4^ 
Left ft, like bones of Scanderbeg, incite 
Scythe-men next h^inreft to renew the fight. ]^ 

Then in comes mayor Eagle, and does gravely Sllpd|»# 
He '11 fubfcribe, if he can^ for a bundle of Sedge ,• 
But the man of Clare-hall that proflfer refufes, 
'Snigs, he'll be beholden to nbne but the Mufes ; 
And orders ten porters to bring the dull reams 
On the death of good Charles, and crowning of J^mes ; 
And (wears he will borrow of the* Provoft more ftuflF 
On the marriage of Anne, if that be n't enough. • 
The heads, left he get. all the 4)rofitt'himfelf, , 

Too greedy of honour, tQO lavifli of pelf. 
This motion deny, and yote that Tite Tillet 
Should gather from each noble Do£bor a billet. 
The kindnefs was common, and fo they'd retiurn if > 
The gift was to all, all therefore would burn it : 
Thus joining their ftocks for a bonfire together. 
As they club. for a cheefe in the parifti of Cheddor; 
Confufedly crowd on the fophs and the do£lors, 
The hangman^, the townfmen, their wives, and thr 

pro6l:ors, 
While the troops from each part of the countries in ale ^ 
Come to quaff his confufion in bumpers of ftalc j 
But Rpialin^ never unkind to a Duke, 
Does by her a,bfence their folly rebuke, 
The tender creature could not fee his fate, 
With whom (he 'ad danc'd a minuet fo late. 
The heads, who never could hope fpr fuch tTrames, 
Out of envy condemn'd fixfcore pounds to the flamec, 

R 4 '^^loftt 
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Then his air was too proud ^ and his features tamh. 
As if being a traitorhad alter'd his phiz : 
So the rabble of Rome, whofe favour ne'er fettles. 
Melt down their Sejanus to pots and brafs kettles. 

An EPISTLE to Charles Montagui, E 
afterwards Earl of Halifax. 

On his Majefty*s Voyage to Holland. 

SIR, 
O I N C E you oft invite me to renew 
*^ Art I *ve either loft, or never knew, 
PleaVd my paft follies kindly to commend. 
And fondly lofe the critick in the friend ; 
llioogl^ my warm youth untimely be decay'd. 
From grave to dull infenfibly betray'd, 
J '11 contradift the humour of the times, 
Inclin'^ to bufinefs, and averfe to rhymes, 
And, to obey the man I love, in (pite 
tJf the world's genius and my own, I '11 write. 

But think not that I vainly do afpirc 
To rival what I only would admire. 
The heat and beauty of your manly thought. 
And force like that with which your hero foughtj 
Like Samfon's riddle is that powerful fong, 
Sweet as the honey, as the lion ftrong ; 
The colours chere fo artfully are laid, 
They fear no luftre, and they want no fhade ; 
But ihall of writing a [uk model give, 
"^hile Boync (hall flow, and William's glory live 
6 
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Yet fince his, every a6k may well infafe 
Some happy rapture in the humbleft Mufe« 
Though mine defjpairs to reach the wondrous height. 
She prunes her pinions, eager of the flight ; 
The King *s the theme, and I 've a fubjeft*s right. 
When William's deeds, and refcued Europe's joy 
Do every tongue and every pen employ, 
'Tis to think treafon Aire, to fhew no zeaJ, 
And not to write, is aimoft to rebel. 

Let Albion then forgive her meaneft fon. 
Who would continue what her beft begun j 
Who, leaving conqucfts and the pomp of war. 
Would fing the pious King's divided care; 
How eagerly he flew, when Europe's fate 
Did for the feed of future a£lions wait ^ 
And how two nations did with tranfport boafl:. 
Which was belov'd, and lov'-d the vidlor mofl; 
How joyful Belgia gratefully prepar'd 
Trophies and vows for her returning lord j 
How the fair ifle with rival palFion llrove. 
How by her forrow ihe ex,prefs'd her love. 
When he withdrew from what his arm liad freed. 
And how (he blcfsM his way, yet figh'd, and faid: 

Is it decreed my hero ne'er Ihall reft, 
Ne'er be of me, and I of him poflefs'd } 
Scarce had I met his virtue witli my throne. 
By right, by merit, and by arms his own, 
But Ireland' s freedom, and the war's alarm?, 
Ilall'd him from me and his Maria's charms« 
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generous prince, too prodigally kind ! ' 1 
Can the diffixfive goo^Jnefsof your mind I 
Be in no bounds, but of the world confin*d? J 
Skould (inking nations fummon you away, 

Maria's love might juftify your ftay. 
Imperfe6Uy die many vows are paid, 
Which for your fafety to the Gods were made. 
While on the Boyne they labour d to out-do 
Your zeal for Albion by then: care for you 5 
When, too impatient of a glorious eafe. 
You tempt new dangers on the winter Teas* 
The Belgic ftate has refted long fecure 
Within the circle of thy guardian power; 
Rear*d by thy care, that noble lion, grown 
Mature in ftrength, can range the woods alone : 
When to my arms they did the Prince refign, 

1 blefs'd the change, and thought him wholly niine 1 
Conceiv'd long hopes I jointly fliould obey 

His Wronger, and Maria's gentle fway ; 
He fierce as thunder, fhe as lightning bright ; 
One my defence, and t'other my delight : 
Yet go— where honour calls the hero, go : 
Nor let your eyes behold how mine do flow ; 
Go meet your country's joy, your virtue's due; 
Receive their triumphs, and prepare for tiew 5 
Enlarge my empire, and let France afford 
The next large harvefl to thy profperous Iword : 
Again in Crecy let my arms be rear'd, 
And o'er the continent Britannia fiear*d : 

While 
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While under Mary's tutelary cajfe, 
Far from the danger; or the noife of war. 
In honourable pleafure I poflefs 
The fpoils of conqueft, and the charms of peace. 
As the great lamp by tvhich the globe is blefs'd, 
Conilant in toil, and ignorant of reft. 
Through difierent regions does his courfe purfue. 
And leaves one world but to revive a new j 
While, by a pleafing change, the Queen of Night 
Relieves his luftre with a milder light : 
So when your beams do diftant nations chear, 
The partner of your crown fhall mount the fphere^ 
Able alone my empire to fuftain, 
And carry on the glories of thy reign — - 
But why has fate malicioufly decreed, 
That greateft blefiings muft by turns fucceed ? 
Here- (he relented, and would urge his ftay 
By all that fondnefs and that grief could iay ; 
But foon did her prefaging thoughts employ 
On fcenes of triumphs and returning joy. 
Thus, like the tide, while her unconftant breaft 
Was fwelPd with rapture, by de^ir deprers*49 
Fate caird ; the hero muft his way purfue, 
And her cries leflcnM as the (hore withdrew. 

■ The winds were iilent, and the gentle main 
Bore an aufpicious omen of his reign ; 
When Neptune, owning whom thofe feas obey. 
Nodded, and bade the chearful Tritons play. 
Each chofe a different fubje^l: for their lays. 
But Orange was «be burden of their praiie: 



«5* STEPNEY'S POEM& 

£ome in their drains up to the fountain ran^ 

From whence this Ibeam of virtue firfi began : 

Others chofe heroes of a iater date, 

And fuog the * founder of the neighbouring Hate; 

How daringly he tyranny withftood. 

And feal'd his country's freedom with hi« blood; 

Then to the two illuftrious f brethren came. 

The glorious rivals of their father's fame^ 

And to the | youth, whofe pregnant hopes out-ran 

The ftcps of time, and early fhew*d the man i 

For whofe alliance monarchs did contend, 

And^ve a daughter to fecure a friend. 

But as by Nature's law the Phccnix dies. 

That from its urn a nobler bird may rife. 

So fate ordain M the § parent foon ihould iet. 

To make the glories of his helrcompleat. 

At William's name each fiU'd his vocal Ihell^ 
And on the happy found rejoic'^d to dwell : 
^Some fung his birth, and how diiccrning fate 
Sav'd infant virtue againft powerful hate j 
Of poifonous fnakcs by young Alcidcs quell'd, 
And palms that (pread the more, the more with-held« 
Some fung Senefi*e, and early wonders done 
By the bold youth, himfelf a war alone ; 
And how his finner courage did oppolc 
-His country's foreign and inteftine foes ; 
The lion he, who held their arrows clofe. 
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Others fung Perfcus, and the injur'd maid, 
Redccm'd by the wingM warrior's timely aid | 
Or in myfberfous numbers did unfold 
Sad modem truths Vfistpt up in tales of old f 
How Saturn, fiufh*d with arbitrary power, 
Defign'd his lawful iflue to devour j 
But Jove, referv'd for better fete, withftoo^ 
The black contrivance of the doating god ; 
With arms he came, his guilty father fled, 
'T was Italy fecur'd his frighted head, 
And by hi» flight refign'd his empty throne 
And triple empire to his worthier fbn. 

Then in one note their artful force they join. 
Eager to reach the vi6tor and the Boyne j 
How on the wondering bank the hero ftood, 
Lavifhly bold and defperately good ; 
Till fate, defigning to convince the brave 
That they can dare no more than Heaven can favey 
Let death approach, and yet withheld the fling, 
Wounded the man, diftinguifliing the King. 

They had enlarged, but found the ftrain too flrong. 
And in foft notes allay'd the bolder fong : 
Flow, gentle Boyne, they cry'd, and round thy bed 
For ever may victorious wreaths be fpread j 
No more may travellers deiire to know 
Where SimoYs and Granicus did flow ; 
, Nor Rubicon, a poor forgotten fiream, 
Be or the ibldier*s rant, or poet's theme : 
All waters fliall unite their fame m thee. 
Loft in thy waves, at thoie are in thfrfea^. 
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They breath'd afrefii, unwilling to gjLvi^Vflx, 
And begg'd thjck mifts long to conceal the ihore : 
Smooth was the liquid plain ; the flecping wiad^ 
More to the ka, than to it's mailer kind, 
Detain'd a treafure, which we value more 
Than all the deep e'er hid, or waters bore. 
But he, with a fupcrior genius bom, 
Treats chance with infolence, and death with foom : 
Darknefs and ice in vain obftru6b his way, 
Holland is near, and nature muft obey ; 
Charg'd with our hopes the boat fecurely rode. 
For Caefar and his fortune were the load. 

With eager tranfport Belgia met her fon. 
Yet trembling for the danger he had run ,• 
Till, certain of her joy, (he bow'd her head, 
Confefs'd her Lord, blcfs*d his return, and faid : 

If paflion by long abfence does improve, 
And makes that rapture, which before was lovi^ j 
Think on my old, my intermitted blifs. 
And by my former pleafure meafurethis: 
Nor by thefe feeble pillars which I raife. 
Unequal to fuftain the hero's praiie; 
Too ^nt the colours, and too mean the art. 
To reprefent your glories, or my heart : 
Thefe humble emblems are defign'd to &ow. 
Not how we would reward, but what we owe. 
Here from your childhood take a ikort review^ 
How Holland*8 hsq^^ineft advaac'd with you ; 
How her ftout veiTel did in triampk ride, 
\nd mock'd her ftonas, while Onmg^ wm her gnadt. 

Whai 
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What fince has been our fete — I need not fay, 
111 fuiting with the bleffings of the day, 
Our better fortune witboiMr Frinet ivas gone, 
Conqueft was only there where he led on. 
Like the PaUa4ium, whereibe'er yoti g#y 
You turn all death and danger on the foe. 
In yoQ.we but too fadly uaderftekid 
How angels ha^ their ^^res of doi^g good 1 
Elie the fepie foul which did our troops pofi^t. 
And crown'd their daring courage^with fuccefi. 
Had taught our fleet to triumph o'er the main^ 
And Fleuruc had been ftill a guiltleis plain. 
What pity 'tis, ye Gods I an arm and mind 
Like yours- fliould be to time and place confia'd ! 
But thy return ihall fix our kinder fate, 
For thee our councils, thee our armies wait ; 
Difcording Princes ihall with thee combine^ 
And center all their interefls in thine ; 
Proud of thy friendihip, Ihall forego their fway 
As Rome her great Di£bitor did obey 3 
And all united make a Gordian knot, 
Which neither craft ihall loafe, nor force ihall cut* 



ON 
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OK THE LATK 

HORRID CONSPIRAC 

nPHE * youth whde fortune the vaft globe dbey'd 
•*• Finding his f royal enemy betray'd. 
And in bit diariot by % vtle hands oppre&'d,, 
With noble pity and juft rage poflefs'd. 
Wept at his fall from fo fublime a (late. 
And by the traitor's death rereng'd the fate 
Of majefty profan'd— ib a£bd too 
The generous Caefar, when theRonian knervr 
A § coward King had treacheroufly flain^ 
** Whom fcarce he foil*d on the Phar&lian plain : 
The doom of his fam'd rival he bcmoan'd, 
And the bafe author of the crime dcrhron'd. 
Such were the rirtuous maxims of the greats 
Free from the fervile arts of barbarous hate : 
They knew no foe but in the open field, 
And to their caufe and to the gods appealed. 
So William a6ls— and if his rivals dare 
Difpute his reign by arms, he '11 meet them there, 
Where Jove, as once on Ida, holds the fcale. 
And lets the good, the juft, and brave, prevail. 

♦ Alexander. + Darius. J Boffut. 

§ Ptolomy. ** Pompt-y. 
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TO THE EARL OF CARLISLE, 
Upon the Death of his Son before Luxe m burgh. 



) 



TTE *s gone ! and was it then by your decree, 

"*--■" Ye envious powers, that we fhould only fee 

This copy of your own divinity ? 

Or thought ye it furpaffing human ftate. 

To have a bleffing lafting as *t was great > 

Your cruel Ikill you better ne*er had fhown, 

Since you fo (bon deftgn'd him all your own. 

Such foftering favours to thedamn'd are given, 

When, to increafe their hell, you fliow them heaven. 

Was it too godlike, Ke ftiould long inherit 

At once his father's and his uncle's fpirit ? 

Yet as much beauty, and as calm a brcai^. 

As the mild dame whofe teeming womb he bleft. 

H' had all the favours Providence could give. 

Except its own prerogative to live ; 

Referv'd in pleafurcs, and in dangers bold. 

Youthful in a^ion, and in prudence old ; 

His humble great ncfs, and fubmifTive Hate, 

Made his life full of wonder, as his fate ; 

One, who, to all the heights of learning bred. 

Read books and men, and pra6):is'd what he read. 

Round the wide globe fcarce did the bufy fun 

With greater hafte and greater luftre run. 

True gallantry and grandeur he dcfcry'd, 

From the French fopperies, and German pride. 

S And 
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And like th' induflrious bcc, where'er he flew, 
Gather'd the (wcets which on fw€et bloffoms grew. 
Babel's confufed (peeches on his tongue, 
With a fweet harmony and concord hung. 
More countries than for Homer did conteft 
Do ftrivc who moft were by his prefence bleft. 
Nor did his wifdom damp his martial fire, 
Minerva both her portions did infpire, 
Ufe of the warlike bow and peaceful lyre. 
So Caefar dotibly triumphed when he wrote. 
Showing like wit, as valour when he-fought. 

If God, as Plato taught, example takes 
From his own works, and fouls by patterns makes. 
Much of himfelf in him he did unfold, 
And cad them in his darling Sidney's mold, 
Of too refin'd a fubdance to b^ old. 
Both did alike difdain an hero's rage 
Should come like an inheritance by age. 
Ambitioudy did both con^ire to twift 
Bays with the ivy, with their temples kid : 
Scorning to wait the flow advance of time. 
Both fell like early bioflbms in their prime. 
By blind events, and Providence's crime. 
Yet both, like Codrus, o'er their yielding foe, 
Obtain'd the conqueft, in their overthrow ; 
And longer life dopnrchafe by their death, 
In fame compleatiog what they want in breath. 
Oh ! had kind fate dretch'd the contra^ed fpao. 
To the full gloiies of a perfect man j 

An4 
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And, as he grew, could every rolling year 
A new addition to our wonder bear, 
H' had paid to his illuftrious line that ftock 
Of ancient honour, which ffom thence he took. 
But oh ! 

So hafty fruits, and too antbitious flowers. 
Scorning the midwifery of ripening Ihowers, 
In fpite of frofts, fpring from th* unwilling earthy 
But find a ,nip untimely as their birth : 
Aboitive iiTues fo delude the womb. 
And fc^rce have being, ere they want a tomb. 

Forgive, my Lord, the Mufe that does alpirc 
With a new breath to fan your raging fire; 
Whofe each ofhcious and ujiikilful founfi 
Can with frelh torture but enlarge the wou;id. 
Could I, with David, curfe the guilty plain, 
Where once more lov'd than Jonathan was (lain j 
Or could I flights high as his merits raile. 
Clear as his virtue, deathlefs as his ^aife ; 
None who, though laurels crown'd their aged head, 
AdmirM him living, and ador'd him dead, 
Witli more devotion fliould enrol his name 
In the Ipng-cpnfbcrated lift of fame. 
But, fmcc my artlefs and unhallowM ftrain 
Will the high worth, it fhould commend, profane j 
Since I defpair my humble verfe (hould prove 
Gicat as your lofs, or tender as your love ; 
My heart with fighings, and with tears mine eye. 
Shall the defeft of written grief fupply. 

S a K •!?0^^> 
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Did in their happy nuptials well agree j •% 

Like Mars J he led our armies out; and fhe V 

With fmiles prefided o*cr her native fea. J 

Such too their meetings, when our Monarch came 
With laurels loaden, and immortal feme ; 
As when the God on Haemus quits his arms. 
Softening his toils in Cytherca*s charms : 
Then with what joy did fhe the viftor meet. 
And lay the reins of empire at his feet ! 
With the fame temper as the * Latian hind 
Was rhade Di£tator, conquer*d, and rcfign'd; 
So Pallas from the dufty field withdrew, ^j 

And, when imperial Jove appeared in view, > 

Refum'd her female arts, the fpindle and the clew| J 
Forgot the fceptre fhe fo well had fway'd. 
And, with that mildnefs (he had rul'd, obey'd ; 
Pleas'd with the change, and unconcem'd as Jove, 
When in difguife he leaves his power above. 
And drowns all other attributes in love. 

Such, mighty Sir, if yet the facred ea/ 
Of Majefty in grief vouchfafe to hear. 
Was the lov*d confort of thy crown and bed. 
Our joy while living j our defpair now dead. 

Yet though with Mary one fapporter fall, 
Thy virtue can aione fuflain the ball. 
Of Sibyl's books, that volume which remain'dy 
The perfeft value of the who4e retain'd. 
When in the fiery car Elijah fled. 
His ^rit doubled on his partner's head { 

* Lucius Quintiuf* 

I So 
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So will thy people's love, now Mary's gone, 
Unite both dreams, and flow on thee alone. 
The grateful fenate with one voice combine 
To breathe their forrows, and to comfort thine. 
By bringing to thy view how Europe's fate 
Does on thy counfels and thy courage wait : 
But, when the vaftnefs of thy grief they fee. 
They own 'tis juft, and melt in tears with thee. 

Blufh not) great foul, thus to reveal thy woe ; 
Sighs will have vent, and eyes too full o'erflow; 
Shed by degrees, they pafs unfelt away ; 
But raife a ftortn and deluge where they ftay. 

The braveft heroes have the fofteft mind, 
Their nature 's, like the Gods, to love inclined. 
Homer, who human paflions nicely knew, 
When his illuftrious Grecian chief he drew. 
Left likewife in his (bul one mortal part. 
Whence love and anguilh too might reach his heart ; 
For a loft miftrefs, in defpair he fate. 
And let declining Troy ftill ftruggle with her htt : 
But when the partner of his cares lay dead. 
Like a rous'd.lion from his tent he fled, 
Whole hecatombs of trembling Trojans (lew, 
And mangled He:£lor at his chariot dre>v. 

Still greater is thy lofs,— be fuch thy rage. 
As conquer'd Gallia only may aflvvage. 

She who on eanh fecur'd thee by her prayer, 
Rctum'd to heaven, thali prove thy guardian angel there, 
And, hovering round mee with her heavenly ihieid^ 
Unfeen prote^ tiiet in tbe doubtful fie}d« 

$4 ^^ 
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Go then, by different paths to glory go, 
The church's both eftates with Mary ihow ; 
And while above flic triumphs, fight below.-— 

'Tis done— our Monarch to the camp returns,-— 
The Gallic armies fly— their navy bums, 
And earth and feas all bow at his command. 
And Europe owns her peace from his vi6^rious hand. 



THE AUSTRIAN EAGLE. 

A T Anna's call the Auftnan eagle flics, 
-*■ ^ . Bearing her thunder to the fouthem fiiies ; 
Where a rafli Prince, with an unequal fway. 
Inflames the region, and mifguides the day ; 
Till the ufurper, from his chariot hurl'd. 
Leaves the true Monarch to command the world. 

THE NATIJRE OF DREAMS. 

AT dead of night imperial Reafon fleeps. 
And Fancy with her train loofe revels keeps, 
Then airy phantoms a mix'd fcene difplay. 
Of what we heard, or faw, or wifli'd by day 5 
For memory thofe images retains, 
Which paflion form'd, and ftill the ftrongcft reigns. 
Huntfmen renew the chace they lately run. 
And generals fight again their battles won. 
Speflres and furies haunt the murderer's dreams. 
Grants or difgraces are the courtier's themes. 
The mifer fpies a thief, or a new hoard, 
The cit '8 a knight, the fycophant a lord. 

Thus 
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Thus fancy 's in the wild diftraftion loft, 
With what we moft abhor, or covet moft. 
But of all pailions that our dreams control » 
Love prints the deepeft image in the foul ; 
For vigorous fancy and warm blood difpenfe 
Pleafures fo lively that they rival fenfe. 
Such are the tranfpdrts of a willing maid, 
Not yet by time and place to aft betray 'd, 
Whom fpies or fome faint virtue force to fly 
That fcene of joy, which yet (he dies to try. 
Till fancy bawds, and, by myfterious charms. 
Brings the dear objeft to her longing arms ; 
Unguarded then fhe melts, afts fierce delight. 
And curfes the returns of envious light. 
In fuch bleft dreams Byblis enjoys a flame, 
Which waking (he dctefts, and dares not name. 
Ixion gives a loofe to his wild love, 
And in his airy vifions cuckolds Jove. 
Honours and ftate before this phantom fall ; 
For ileep, like death its image, equals all. 

VERSES 

Imitated from the French of Monf. Maynard» 
to Cardinal Richelieu. 

I. 
^TTHEN money and my blood ran high, 

^^ My mufe was reckoned wondrous pretty 5 
The (ports and fmiles did round her fly, 
Enamour'd with her iinart concetti. 
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II. 
Now (who *d have thought it once ?) with pain 

She firings her harp, whilft freezing age 
But feebly runs through evry vein, 

And chills my briik poetic rage. 
III. 
I properly have ceas'd to live. 

To wine and women, dead in law ; 
And foon from fate I fhall receive 

A fummons to the fhades to go. 
IV. 
The warrior ghofts will round me come 

To hear of fam'd Ramillia's fight, 
Whilft the vext Bourbons through the gloom 

Retire to th' utmoft realms of night. 
V. 
Then I, my lord, will tell how you 

With penlions every mufe infpire j 
Who Marlborough's €on<{ueftft did purfue. 

And to his trumpets tun'd the lyre. 
VI. 
But fhould fome drolling ipritc demand, 

Well, Sir, what place had you, I pray ? 
How like a coxcomb fhould I ftand ! 

What would your Lordflnp have me fay ? 
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JUVENAL. SATIRE VIII. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

In this Satire, the poet proves that ftobility docs not oon- 
(ift in ftatues and pedigrees, but in honourable and 
good a£^ions : He laihes Rubellius Plancus, for 
being infblent, by rfoibn of his high birth ; and lays 
down an indance that we ought to make the like 
judgment of men, as we do of horfes, who are va- 
lued rather according to their perfonal qualities, than 
by the race of whence they cbme. He advifes his 
noble friend Ponticus (to whom he dedicates the 
fatire) to lead a virtuous life, diifuading him- from 
debauchery, luxury, oppreflion, cruelty, and other 
vices, by his fevere cenfures on Lateranus, Dama- 
fippus, Gracchus, Nero, Catiline; and in oppofidon 
to thefe, diljplays the worth of perfons meanly bom, 
fuch as Cicero, Marius, Sesvius Tullius, and the 
Decii. 

The tranflator of this fatire induibiouily avoided hti* 
pofing upon the reader, and perplexing the printer 
with tedioiis common-place notes ; but finding to- 
^n^rds the latter end many examples of noblemen who 
^ifgraced their anceflors by vicious pra^ices, add of 
men meanly bom, \vho ennciiled their families by 
virtoout and brave a6lions, he thonght ibme hiftori-* 
cal relations were neceflary towards rendering thofe 
inilaacet mow iatottigiUe; which i» all he pretends 
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to by his remarks. He would gladly have left t 
the heavy paffage of the Mirmillo and Retiari 
which he honeftly confefles he either docs not righ 
underftand, or cannot fufficiently explain. If 
has not confined himfelf to the (lri£^ rules of tranf 
tion, but has frequently taken the liberty of imit 
ing, paraphrafing, or reconciling the Roman cufto; 
to our modern ufage; he hopes this freedom 
pardonable, fince he has not u^ed it but when 
found the original flat, obfcure, or defedVive i a 
where the humour and conne6lion of the author mif 
naturally allow of fuch a change.. 

TTTH AT 's the advantage, or the real good,. 

^^ In tracing from the Iburcc our ant jent blood ? 
To have our anceftors in paint or fione, 
Prcferv'd as relicks, or like monilers fhewn ? 
The brave ^milii, as in triumph plac'd. 
The virtuous Curii, half by time defaced ; 
Corvinus, with a mouldering nofe, tliat bears "^ 

Injurious fears, the fad effefts of years ; I 

And Galba grinning without nofe or cars ? J 

Vain are their hopes, who fancy to inherit 
By trees of pedigrees, or fame, or merit : 
Though plodding heralds through each branch mar tr 
Old Captains and Dilators of their race, 
While their ill lives that family bely. 
And grieve the brafs which flands diihonour'd by. 

•Tis mere burlefque, that to our Generali praife 
Their progeny immortal ftatues raife. 
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Yet (far from that old gallantry) delight 
To game before their images' all night. 
And (leal to bed at the approach of day. 
The hour when thefe their enfigns did difplay. 

Why fhould foft Fabius impudently bear 
Karnes gainM by conquefts in the Gallic war ? 
Why lays be claim to Hercules 's ftrain. 
Yet dares be bafe, eflfeminate and vain } 
The glorious altar to that hero built 
Adds but a greater luflre to his guilt, 
Whofe tender limbs and polifli'd Ikin difgracc 
The grifly beauty of his manly race j 
And who, by pra^iiing the difmal (kill 
Of poifoning, and fuch treacherous ways to kill. 
Makes his unhappy kindred marble (weat. 
When his degenerate head by theirs is fet. 

Long galleries of anceftors, and all 
The follies which ill-grace a country hall. 
Challenge no wonder or efteem from me ; 
** Virtue alone is true nobility,** 
Live therefore well : to men and gods appear. 
Such as good Paulus, CofTus, Drufus, were ; 
And in thy confular triumphal ihow. 
Let thefe before thy father's fbtues go ; 
Place them before the enfigns of the ftate. 
As chooiing rather to be good than great. 
Convince the world that you 're devout and true, 
Be juft in all you fay, and all you do ; 
Whatever be your birth, you *re fure to be 
A peer of the fiift magnitude to me: . 
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Rome for your fake (hall pu(h her conquefts on^ 
And bring new titles home from nations won. 
To dignify fo eminent a ion. 
With your bkft name ihail every region fiwnd. 
Loud as mad Egypt, when her prieils Have found 
A new Oiirk for the ox they drown'd. 

But who will caHthoTe noble, who deface. 
By meaner a£ls, the glories of their race-; 
Whofe only title to our fathers* fame 
Is coueh'd in the dead letters of their name? 
A dwarf as well may for a giant pafs ; 
A negro for a fwan j a crook -backed lelfr 
Be call'd Europa ; and a cur may bear 
The name of tiger, lion, or w1iate*er 
Denotes the noblcft or the fierceft bcaft : 
Be therefore careful, left the world in jeft 
Should thee juft fo with the mock titl«s greet. 
Of Camerinus, or of conquer'd Crete. 

To whom is 'this advice and ccniure due ^ 
Rubellius Plancus, 'tis applied to you ; 
Who think your pedbn fecond to divine, 
Becaufe defcended fix>m the Druiian line ; 
Though yet you no illuftrious a^ have done, 
To make the wodd diftinguilh Julia's ion 
From the vile offspring of a trull, who fits 
By the town wall, and for a living knits. 
** You >are poor rogues (you cry) the baier £tum 
** And inconfiderable dregs of Rome ; 
*' Who know not from what comer of the earth 
" The obfcure wretch, who got you, fiale hisbifth : 

" Mi 
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** Mine I dtxvrt firom Cecrops*' May your Grace 

Live and enjoy the fplendor of your race !— 
Yet of the(e bafe plebeians we have known 
Some, who, by charming eloquence, have grown 
Great ieoators, and honours to that gown : 
Some at the bar with fubtilty defend 
The caufe of an unlearned noble friend ; 
Or on the bench the knotty laws untie : 
Others their Wronger youth to arms apply. 
Go to Euphrates, or thofe forces join 
Which garrifbn the conquers near the Rhine. 
While you, Rubellius, on your birth rely ; 
Though you refemble your great faniily 
No more, than thofe rough ilatues on the road 
(Which we call Mercuries) are like that God: 
Your blockhead though excels in this alone, 
You are a living ftatue, that of (lone. 

Great Son of Troy, who ever prai^'d a bead 
For being of a race above the reft. 
But rather meant his courage, and his force ? 
To give an ipftance— We commend a horfe 
(Without regard of palture or of breed) 
For his undaunted mettle and his fpeed ; 
Who wins moft plates with greateft eafe, and firft 
Prints with his hoofs his conquefts on the duft. 
But if fleet Dragon's progeny at laft 
Prove jaded, and in frequent matches caft. 
No favour for the ftallion we retain. 
And no rerpe6): for the deggierate ftrain ; 

The 
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The worthlefe brute is from New-Market brought. 
And at an under-ratc in Smith6eld bought^ 
To turn a mill, or drag a loaded life 
Beneath two panniers and a baker's wife. 

That we may therefore you, not yours, admire ; 
Firft, Sir, feme honour of your own acquire ; 
Add to that ftock which juftly we bellow 
On thofe bleft fiiades to whom you all things owe. 

This may fuifice the haughty youth to fhame^ 
Whofe fwelling veins (if we may credit fame) 
Burft almoft with the vanity and pride 
That their rich blood to Nero's is ally*d : 
The rumour 's likely ; for ** We fi:ldom find 
** Much fenfe with an exalted fortune join'd.** 

But Ponticus, I would not you fhould raifc 
Your credit by hereditary praife j 
Let your own afts immortalife your name ; 
** *Ti8 poor relying on another's fame;" 
For, take the pillars but away, and all 
The fuperftrufture n)uft in ruins fall ; 
As a vine droops, when by divorce remov'd 
From the embraces of the elm Ihe lov'd. 

Be a good foldicr, or upright truftec. 
An arbitrator from corruption free. 
And if a witnefs in a doubtful caufe, 
Where a brib'd judge means to elude the laws ; 
Though Phalaris's brazen bull were there. 
And he would di£bitc what he *d have you fwear. 
Be not fo profligate, but rather chufe 
"^•^ guard your honour, and your life to lofe, 

Rather 
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her than let your virtue be betray M ; 

:ue the nobleft caufe for which you 're made. 

Improperly we meafure life by breath ; 
uch do not truly live who merit death ;** 
>ugh they their wanton fenfes nicely pleaie 
:h all the charms of luxury and eafe ; 
)ugh mingled flowers adorn their carelefs brow, 
i round them coftly flveets negleftcd flow, 
f they in their funeral ftate were laid, 
I to the world, as they *re to virtue, dead. 
Hien you the province you expe6l, obtain, 
n paflion and from avarice refrain ; 
our aflbciates poverty provoke 

generous heart not to increalc their yoke, 
e riches cannot refcue from the grave, 
ch claims alike the monarch and the flavc^ 
o what the laws enjoin, fubmiliion pay j 
, what the Senate fliall command, obey, 
ik what rewards upon the goo^ ^tend, 

how thofc fall unpitied who ofl*end ; 
>r and Capito may warnings be, 
) felt the thunder of the States decree, 
robbing the Cecilians, though they 
e lefler pikes) onlv-fubfift on prey, 
what avails the rigour of their doom > 
ch cannot future violence o'ercome^ 
give the miferable province eafe, 
; what one plundei^r left, the next will feize. 
lerippus then, in time yourfelf bethink, 

what your rags will yield by aufliop, fink ; 

T '^Otv- 
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Ne'er put yourfelf to charges to complain 
Of wrong which heretofore you did (uAain, 
Make not a voyage to detect the theft : 
'Tis mad to lavifh what their rapine left. 

When Rome at firft our rich allies fubdued^ 
From gentle taxes noble fpoils accrued j 
Each wealthy province, but in part oppreft. 
Thought the lofs trivial, and enjoy'd the reft. 
All treafuries did then with heaps abound ; 
In every wardrobe coftly filks were found ; 
The leaft apartment of the meaneft houfc 
X^ould all the wealthy pride of art produce ; 
Piftures which from Parrhafius did receive 
Motion and warmth; and ftatties taught to live; 
Some Polyclete*s, feme Myron's work declar'd. 
In others Phidias' mafter-piecc appeared ; 
And crowding plate did on the cupboard fbmd, 
Embofs'd by curious Mentor's artful hand. 
Prizes like thefc opprcflbrs might invite, 
Thefc Dolabclla's rapine did excite, 
Thcfe Antony for his own theft thought fit, 
Vcrres for thcfe did facrilege commit ; 
And when their reigns were ended, ihips full fsaugi 
The hidden fruits of their exa6lioii brought. 
Which made in peace a trcafure richer far, 
Than what is plundered in the rage of war. 
^ This was of old ; but our confederates znavw 
llave nothing left but oxen for the plough. 
Or fome few mares rcfcrv'd alone for breed ; 
Yet left this provident defign fuccced, 

Tl 
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They drive the father of the Tierd away. 
Making both flallion and his pafhxre prey. 

eir rapine is fo abjeft and prophane, 
y not from trifles nor from Gods itfrain 1 
But the poor Lares from the niches feize. 
If they be little images th»t pleafe. 
Such arc the fpoils which fiow provoke their thef^^ 
And are the greateft, nay, they *re all that 's left. 

Thus may you Corinth or weak Rhodes opprefs. 
Who dare not bravely what they feel redrefs : 
For how can fops thy tyranny control, 
** Smooth limbs arc fymptoms of a fervile foul/* 
But trcfpafs not too far on durdy Spain, 
Sclavonia, France j thy gripes from thofe reftrain, 
Who with their fweat Rome's luxury maintain. 
And fend us plenty, while our wanton day 
Js lavi(h*d at the Circus, or the play. 
For, ihould yf)u to extortion be inclined. 
Your cruel guilt will little booty End, 
Since gleaning Marius has already {ciz'd 
All that from fun-burnt Afric can be fqueez*d. 

But, above all, " Be careful to with-hold 
<« Yotr talons from the wretched and the bold ; 
*« Tempt not die brave Bnd needy to defpair ; 
** For, though your violence fhould leave them Isare 
** Of gold and (11 ver, fwords and darts remain, 
** Andwillrcvengethe wrongs which they fuftain; 
^* The plundered ftill have arms " 

Think not the precept I have here laid dowii 
JL fond; uncertain notion of my own ; 

T* ^^ 
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No, 'tis a Sibyl's leaf what I relate^ 
As fixM and fure, as the decrees of fate- 
Let none but men of honour you attend; 
Choofe him that has moil virtue for your friend. 
And give no way to any darling youth 
To fell your favour, and pervert the truth. 
Reclaim your wife from ffarolliDg up and down. 
To all aflizes and through every town. 
With claws like harpies, eager for tlie prey 
( For which your juftice and your fame will pay). 
Keep yourfclf free from fcandals fuch as thcfc ; 
Then trace your birth from Picus, if you plealc : 
If he *s too modem, and your pride afpirc 
To ftek the author of your bcinj; higher, 
Choofe any Titan who the Gods withftood 
To be the founder of your ancient blood, 
Prometheus, and that race before the fli)od. 
Or any other (lory you can {ind 
Vrom heralds, or in poets, to your mind. 

But fhould you prove ambitious, luftful, vain; 
Or could you fee with pleafure and diiclain. 
Rods broke on out afTociates bleeding backs. 
And heads-men labouring till they blunt their ax; 
Yonr father's glory will your fm proclaim. 
And to a clearer light expofe your fhame ; 
♦* For ftill more public fcandal vice extends, 
** As he is great and noble who offends.'* 

How dare you then your high extraftion plead ? 
Yet bluih not ^bcn you go to forge a deed^ 
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Ib tlie fame temple which your grandfire built ; 
Making his (latue privy to the guilt* 
Or in a bawdy mafquerade are led 
Muffled by night to fome polluted bed. 

Fat Lateranus does hit revels keep 
Where his forefathers peaceful afhes ileepV 
Driving himfeif a chariot down the hill. 
And (thousjh a confui) finks himfeif the wheel : 
To do him juitice, 'tis indeed by night. 
Yet the moon fees, and every fmaller light 
Pries as a witnefs of the fhameful fight. 
Nay when his year of honour 's ended, foon 
He '11 leave that nicety, and mount at noon ; 
Nor blufh fhould he fome grave aquaintance meet. 
But, |«oud of being known, will jerk and greet : 
And when his feliow-beafts are weary grown, 
He '11 play the groom, give oats, and rub them. down. 
If, after Numa's ceremonial way. 
He at Jove's altar would a viftim flay, • 

To no clean goddefs he dire6is his prayers, 
But by Hippona mofl devoutly fwcars, 
Or fome rank deity, whofe filthy face 
We fuitabiy o'er ftinking fbbles place. 

When he has run his length, and does begin 
To fleer his courfe dire6^1y for the inn 
(Where they have watch'd, expefting him all night), 
A greafy Syrian, ere he can alight, 
Prefents him effcnce, while his courteous hoft 
(Well knowing nothing by good-breeding 's loft) 

T 3 Tags 
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Tags cv*ry (cnteace with fome fawning word. 
Such as " My King, My Prince,'* at leaft •• MyLc 
And a tight maid, ere he for \trinc can afk» 
Guefles his meaning, and unoils the flafk. 
Some, friends to vice, induftriouily defend 
Theie innocent diverfions, and pretend 
That I the tricks of youth too rou^ly blme, 
AUedging that when young «c did the iaine. 
I grant we did, yet when that age was paifti 
The frolic humour did no longer laft ; 
We did not cheriih and indulge the crinoe : 
What 's foul in a£Ung, fhould be left in time. 
*Tis true, fome faults, of courfe, with childhood cb 
We therefore wink at wags when they offend. 
And rpare the boy, in hopes the man may men4t 

But Lateranus (now his vigorous age 
Should prompt him for his country to engage. 
The circuit ©f our empire to extend. 
And all our lives in Caefar's to defend) 
Mature in riots, places his delight 
All day in plying bumpers, and at night 
Reels to the bawds, over whofc doors are fct 
Pictures and bills, with *< Here are whores to let. 
Should any defperate unexpeded fate 
Summon all heads and hands to guard the ibte> 
Cxfar, fend quickly to (ecure the port ; 
** But wheie's the general ? where does he refoit? 
Send to the futler's ; there y' are fure to find 
The bully natch'd with miibaU of his kind> 
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Quacks, cofHn-nuikers ; fugitives and (ailors j 
Rooks, common foldiers, hangmen, thieves, and tailors; 
With Cybcle*s prielis, who, weary 'd with proeefTions, 
Drink there, and deep with knaves of all profeifions,^ 

-A friendly gang ! each equal to the beft ; 

^And all, who can, have liberty to jeft : 
One Baggon walks the round, that none fhould thbk. 
They either change, or ftint him of his drink : 
And, \c& exceptions may for place be found, 
Their flools are all alike, their table round. 

What think you, Ponticus, yourfelf might do» 
Should any flav^ fo lewd belong to you ? 
No doubt, you 'd fend the rogue ia fetters, bound 
To work in Bridewell, or to plough your ground t 
But, nobles, you who trace your birth fwm Troy> 
Think, you the great prerogative enjoy 
Of doing ill, by virtue of that jace ; 
As if what we eftecm in coblers bafe, 

^Would the high family of Brutus grace. 
Shameful are thcfc examples, yet we find 
(To Rome's difgiacc) fai* worfe than thcfc behind; 
Poor Damafippus, whom we once have known 
Fl uttering Avith coach and fix about the town. 
If forc'd to make the ftage his \a& retreat. 
And pawns his voice, the all he has, for meat s 
For now he mull (fince his edate i^ loft) 
Or reprefent, or be himlclf, a ghoft : 
And Lentulus a6ls hanging with fuch art. 
Were I a judge, he fhould not feign the part. 

T 4 .Nor 
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Nor would I their vile infolence acquit. 
Who can \with patience, nay diveriion, fit. 
Applauding my lord's bufibonry for wit. 
And clapping farces a£ted by the court. 
While the peers cufF, to make the rabble iport z 
Or hirelings, at a prize, their fortunes try i 
Certain to fall unpity'd if they die ; 
Since none can have the favourable thought 
That to obey a tyrant's will they fought. 
But that their lives they willingly expofe. 
Bought by the Praetors to adorn their fhows. 

Yet fay, the ftage and lifts were both in fight. 
And you muft either choole to a£b, or fight ; 
Death never fure bears fuch a ghaftly fhape. 
That a rank coward bafely would efcapc 
By playing a foul harlot's jealous tool. 
Or a fcign'd Andrew to a real fool. 
Yet a peer aftor is no monftrous thing, 
Since Rome has own'd a fidlcr for a king : 
After fuch pranks, the world itfelf at bcfl 
May be imagined nothing but a jeft. 

Go to the lifts where feats of arms arc fhown. 
There you '11 find Gracchus (from patrician) groxi 
A fencer and the fcandal of the town. 
Nor will he the Mirmillo's weapons beer. 
The modeft helmet he difdains to wear ; 
As Rctiarius he attacks his foe ; 
Firft waves his trident ready for the throw. 
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Next calls his net, but neither IcveI'd right, 
He flares about exposed to public fight, 
Then places all his fafety in his flight. 
Room for the noble gladiator 1 See 
His coatand hatband (hew his quality. 
Thus when at laft the brave Mirmilio kne^v 
'Twas Gracchus was the wretch he did purfue. 
To conquer fuch a coward gricv'd him more. 
Than if he many glorious wounds had bore. 
Had we the freedom to exprefs our mind, 
There 's not a wretch fo much to vke inclin'dy 
But will own, Seneca did far excel 
Hi* pupil, by whofe tyranny he fell : 
To expiate whofe complicated guilt, 
With fome proportion to the blood he fpiit, 
Rome fhould more ferpents, apes, and facks provide^ 
Than one for the compendious parricide. 
•Til true, Oreftes a like crime did aft ; 
Yet weigh thccaufe, there *s difference in the faft : 
He (lew his mother at the gods' command, 
They bid him firike, and did direft his hand ; 
To punifh falfhood, and appeafe the ghoft 
Of his poor father treacheroufly loft, 
Juft in the minute when the flowing bowl 
With a full tide enlarged his chearful fouL 
Yet killM he not his Mer, or hie wife, 
^or aim*d at any near relation's life ; 
Orefles, in the heat of all his rage, 
life'erjplay'd or fung upon a public ftage ^ 

Never 
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Never on verfc did his wild thoughts employ^ 
To paint the horrid fcene of bvuming Troy, 
IJke Nero, who, to raiie his fancy higher. 
And finilh the great work, fct Rome on fire. 
Such crimes make treafon juft, and might compel 
Virginiusy Vindex, Galba, to rebel ; 
For what could Nero's felf have a£bed worie 
To aggravate the wretched nation's curie } 

Thefe are the bleft endowments, fiudies, arts, 
^Vhich exercife our mighty Emperor's parts i 
Such frolicks with his roving genius fuit. 
On foreign theatres to profiitute 
His voice and honour, for the poor renown 
Of putting all the Grecian a£^ors down. 
And winning at ft wake their pariky-croiwa. 
Let this triumphal chaplet And fome place 
Among the otlier trophies of thy race ; 
By the Domitii's fiatues fhall be laid 
The habit and the mafk in which you play'd 
Antigone's, or bold Thycftes' part, 
(While your wild nature little wanted art) 
And on the marble pillar ihall be hung 
The lute to which tlie Royal Madman fung. 

Who, Catiline, can boafl a nobler line 
Than thy lewd friend Cethcgus's, and thine } 
Yet you took arms, and did by night conijpire 
To fet your houies and our gods on fire 
(An enterprize which might indeed become 
Cur enemies, the Gauls, not fons of Rome, 
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To rccompenfe whofe barbarous intent 
Pitch'd fhirts would be too mild a puntihiHent) : 
But Tully, our wife conful,,watch*d the blow» 
With care difcover'd; and di&in'd the foe 5 
Tully, the humble iJKlihroom, fcarcely known^ 
The lowly native of a country town 
(Who till of late could jiever reach the height ' 
Of being honour'd as a Roman knight), 
Throughout the trembling city plac'd a guard. 
Dealing an equal (hare to every wasd, 
And by the peaceful robe got mare renown 
Within our walls, than young 0€feviu8 won. 
By vi£Vories at A6lium, or the plain 
Of ThefTaly, difcolour'd by the (lain : 
Him therefore Rome in gratitude decreed 
The Father of his Country, which he filled. 

Marius (another confut we admire) 
In the fame village bom, firft plow*^d for hire j 
His next advance was to the foldier's trade, 
Where, if he did not nimbly ply the ipade. 
His furly officer ne'er faiPd to crack 
His knotty cudgel on his tougher back : 
Yet he alone fecur'd the tottering ftate, 
Withflood the Cimbrians, and icdeemM our fate : 
So when the eagles to their quarry flew 
(Who never fuch a goodly banquet knew) ^ 

Only a fecond laurel did adorn .'■ . 

His colleague Catulus, though nobly born ; 
He (har'd the pride of the triumphal bay, 
But Marius won the glory of the day. 
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From a mean ftock the pious Decii came. 
Small their eftates, and vulgar was their name ; 
Yet fuch their viriues, thtt their lofs alone 
For Rome and all our legions did atone ; 
Their country's doom they by their own retriev'd, 
Themfelves more worth than all the hoft they fav*d. 
The laft good king whom willing Rome obey'd. 
Was the poor offspring of a captive maid ; 
Yet he thofe robes of empire juftly bore. 
Which Romulus, our iacred founder, wore : 
Nicely he gain'd, and well poffeft the throne, 
Not for his father's merit, but his own, 
And reign'd, himfelf a family alone. 

When Tarquin, his proud fucceflbr, was queird, 
And with him Luft and Tyranny expell'd. 
The confuls fons (who, for their country's good. 
And to inhance the honour of their blood. 
Should have afferted what their father won, 
And, to confirm that liberty, have done 
A£lions which Codes might have wifh'd his own ; 
What might to Mutius wonderful appear. 
And what bold Clelia might with envy hear) 
Open'd the gates, endeavouring to reftore 
Their banifh'd king, and arbitrary power : 
Whilft a poor ilave, with fcarce a name, betray'd 
The horrid ills thefe well-bom rogues had laid ; 
Who thoefore for their treaibn jufUy bore 
The rods and six, ne'er us'd in Rome before. 

If you have ftrength Achilles' arms to bear, 
^nd courage to Aiibin a ten years warj 

Though 
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TThough foulTherfites got thee, thou fhalt be 
More lovM by all, and more efteem'd by me. 
Than if by chance you from feme hero came. 
In nothing like your father but his nam«. 

Boaft then your blood, and your long lineage ftretch 
As high as Rome^ and its great founders reach j 
You '11 find, inthefe hereditary tales, 
Ypur anceftors the fcum of broken jails ; 

QJfkid Romulus, your honour's ancient fource. 
But a poor Ihepherd's boy, or fomething worfe. 



HORACE. BOOK III. ODE VII. 
IMITATED. 



DEAR Molly, why fo oft in tears ? 
Why all thefe jealoufies and fears. 
For thy bold Son of Thunder? 
Have patience till.wc've conquered France, 
Thy clofet fhall be flor'd with Nantz ^ 
Ye ladies like fuch plunder. 
II. 
Before Toulon thy yoke-mate lies,. 
JVhere all the live-long night he fighs 

For thee in loufy cabin : 
And though the Captain's Chloe cvies, 
« 'Tis I, dear Bully, pr'yrfiee ril«"p— 
He will not let the drab in* 
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III. 
But (he, the cunning'il jade alive^ 
tSays, 'tis the ready way to thrive. 

By (baring female bounties : 
And, if he'll be but kind one night. 
She vows he fhall be dubb'd a knight. 
When (he is made a countefs. 
IV. 
Then tells of fmooth young pages whipp'd, 
Ca(hier'd, and of their liveries (Iripp'd j 

Who late to peers belonging, 
Are nightly now compell'd to trudge 
With links, becaufe they would not drudge 
lj| To fave their ladies longing. 

V. 

But Val the eunuch cannot be 
U^ A colder cavalier than he, 

j In ail fuch love-adventures : 

!ji Then pray do you, dear Molly, take 
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ff Some Chriftian care, and do not break. 

i [ Your con j ugal indentures . 

;( , VI. 

!^ Bellair ! (who does not Bellair know ? 

J The wit, the beauty, and the beau) 

V Gives out, he loves you dearly : 

And many a nymph attack'd with fighs. 
And foft impertinence and noife, 
Full oft has beat a parley. 
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VII. 
But, pretty turtle, when the Wade 
Shall come with amorous ferenade. 

Soon from the window rate him : 
But if reproof will not prevail. 
And he perchance attempt to fcale 

Difcharge the Jordan at him. 
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GRACE, BOOK IV, ODE IX. 



T 7 ERSES immortal as my bays I fing, 
^ When fuited to my trembling ftring : 
When by ftrange ar^ both voice and lyre agree 
To make one pleafmg harmony. 
All poets are by their blind captain led, 

(For none e*-er had the facrilegious pride 
Fo tear the well-plBc'd laurel from his aged head.) 

Yet Pindar's rolling dithyrembic tide 
flath ftili xhis praife, that none prefume to fly 
Like him, but flag too low, or foar too high. 

Still does StefichoTUs's tongue , 

Sing fwecter than the bird which on it hung. 

Anacreon n'er too old can grow, 

Xattc from every verfe does flow ; 
:) Still Sappho's firings do feem to move, 
Inftruding all her k% to love. 

r II. G«14eA 
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II. 
Golden rings of flo\viBg hair 
More than Helen did enfnaiie f 
Others a prince's gr^ideur did admire, 
Andy wondering, melted to deflre* 
Not only Ikilful Teucer knew 
To dire£k arrows from the bended yew, 
Troy more than once did fall. 
Though hireling gods rebuilt its noddicg wi^^ 
Was Sthenelus the only valiant he, /f- 

A fubjeft fit for lading poetry ? 
Was Heftor that prodigious man alone, 
Who, to fave others lives, exposed his own ? 
Was only he fo brave to dare his fate. 
And be the pillar of a tottering date > 
No ; others bury'd in oblivion lie, 

As filent as their grave, 
Bccaufc no charitable poet gave 
Their well-deferved immortality. 

III. 

Virtue with floth, and cowards with the brave^ 
Are level'd in th' impartial grave. 
If they no poet have. 

But I will lay my mufic by. 

And bid the mournful firings in filcnce lie ; 
Unlefs my fongs begin and end witb you. 
To whom my firings, to whom my fongs, are due^ 
No pride does with your rifing honours grow. 
You meekly look on Atp^liant crowds below. 

Should 
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Should fortune change your happy ftatc. 
You could admire, yet envy not, the great. 
Your equal hand holds an unbias'd fcale, "* 

Where no rich vices, gilded baits, prevail : 
You with a generous honefty defpiie 
What all the meaner world (o dearly prize : 
Nor does your virtue difappear, * ^ 
With the fmall circle of one Ihort-liv'd year : 
Others, like comets, vifit and away; 
Your luftre, great as theirs, finds no decay. 
But with the conftant Sun makes an eftrnal day. 
IV. 
We barbaroufly call thole blefl. 
Who are of largeft tenements poiTefl, 
Whilft fwelling coffers break their owner's reft. 
More truly happy thofe, who can 
Govern that little empire, Man j 
Bridle their paflions and dire6l: their will 
Through all the glittering paths of charming ill j 
Who fpend their treafure freely as 'twas given 
By the large bounty of indulgent heaven ; 
Who, in a fixt unalterable Hate, 
Smile at the doubtful tide of Fate, 
And fcorn alike her friend (hip and her hate ; 
Who poifon lefs than falfliood fear, 
Loth to purchale life fo dear ; 
But kindly for their friend embrace cold Death, 
J^nd feal their country's love with their departing breath- 
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Translation of the following Versb froi 
L U C A N. 

** Vidbrix caulk l3iis placuit, led vi£la Catoni." 

The Gods and Cato did in this divide, 

Thfey cHoofe the conquering, he the conqufcr'd fide. 



TO MR. EDMUND SMITH. 

'K/jT V N, rarely credit Common Fame, 
^^•*- Unheeded let her praife or blame ; 
As whimfies guide the goflip tattles 
Of wits, of beauties, and of battles ; 
To-day the warrior's brow Ihe ciowns, 
For naval Ipoils, and taken towns ; 
To-morrow all her fpite ihe rallies. 
And votes the vi6lor to the gallies. 

Nor in her vilits can IJie fpare 
The reputation of the fair. 
Por inllance : — Chloe's bloom did boaft 
A while to be the reigning toaft; 
Lean he6tic fparks abandoned bohca. 
And in becr-glalTes pledg'd to Chloe : 
What fops of figure did (he bring 
To the Front-boxes and the Ring ? 
While nymphs of quality look fuUen, 
As breeding myts, or moultbg pullen. 

BIcf 
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Bleft charmer fhe, till prying Fame 
Incog, to Mlfs's roller came; 
Where in the gally-pots Ihc'lpy'd 
Lilfes and rbfes, that defy *d 
The froft of age, with ceitaiiJ jhcMcs 
They call— Cofmetics for tlhfe freckles : 
Away ihe flew with what ihc wanted, 
^ndtold at Court that Chloi painted. 

'* Then who'd on Common Faihe rely, 
<',Whofe chief emplojrmcnt's to decfy ? 
** A cogging, fickle, jilting female, 
** As ever ply*d at fix in the Mall ; • 

" SThe father of all fibs begat Her 
" On fome old newfman's fufty daughter." 

O Captain ! TaiicE-vous-— 'twere hard 
Her novels ne'er fhould have regard : 
One proof 1*11 in her favour give, ^ 

Which none but ydii will dilBelieve. 
•. When PheeWus fent her to rtc^6 
The praifes of the ihoft pbllte, 
Whoie fcenes have been, in every age, 
The glories of the Britilh ftage j 
Then (he, to rigid tnith corifin'd. 
Your name with lofty Shkkeipeare join'd j 
%.nd, fpeaking as the God direfted. 
The praife Ihe gave was uhfufpeiacd. 



t^^ 



t^t STEPNEY^S POEMS. 

THE S P E L ] 

•ITTHENE'ER I wive, young Stnptum ^ 
^^ Ye powers that o'er the noofe prefide ! 

Wity beauty, wealth, and humour, g^ve. 

Or let me dill a rover live : 

But if all thefe no i\ymph can ihare. 

And I'm predeftin'd to the fnare. 

Let mine, ye powers ! be doubly fair. 

Thus pray'd the fwain in heat of blood, 
'Whilft Cupid at his elbow ftood ; 
And twitching him, faid. Youth, be wife 
Aik not impoflibilities : 
A faultlefs make, a managed wit. 
Humour and fortune never met : 
But if a beauty you'd obtain. 
Court fome bright Phyllis of the brain j 
The dear idea long enjoy, 
Clean is the blifs, and will not cloy. 
But truft me, youth, for I'm fincere. 
And know the ladies to a hair : 
Howe'er fmall poets whintf upon it. 
In madrigal, and fong, and fonnet. 
Their beauty 's but a Spell, to bring 
A lover to th' inchanted ring ; 
Ere the fack poflet is digefted. 
Or half of Hymen's taper wafted. 
The winning air, the wanton trip, 
Tvlie radiant eye, the velvet lip. 
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From which you fragrant kiffes ftole. 
And feem to fuck her fpringing foul.— 
Thcfe, and the reft, you doted on. 

Are naufeous or infipid grown ; 
The Spell diffolves, the cloud is gone. 

And Sachaiifla turns to Joan. 



ELEGY 

UPON THE DEATH OF TIBULLUS. 

FROM OVID. 

T F Mcmnon's fete, bewail'd with conftant dew, 
•■• Does, with the day, his mother's grief renew ; 
If her ion's death mov'd tender Thetis* mind 
To fwell with tears the waves, with fighs the wind j 
If mighty Gods can mortals' forrow know. 
And be the humble parmers of our woe ; 
Now loofe your trelTes, penfive Elegy, 
(Too well your office and your name agree) 
Tibullus, once the joy and pride of Fame, 
Lies now rich fuel on the trembling flame. 
Sad Cupid now defpairs of conquering hearts, 
Throws-by his empty quiver, breaks his darts ; 
Safes his ufelefs bows from idle ftrings. 
Nor flies, but humbly creeps with flagging wings. 
He wants, of which he robb*d fond lovers, reft. 
And wounds witk furious hands his penflye breaft. 

U 3 Thofc 
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Thofc graceful curls which wantonly did How, 
The whiter rivals of the falling fnow. 
Forget their beauty, and in dlTcord lie. 
Drunk with the fountain from his melting eye. 
Not more ^no^s* lofs the boy did move ; 
Like paffions for them bot^, prove equal love. 
Tibullus* death grieves the fair goddefs more. 
More fwells her eyes, than when the favage boar 
Her beautiful, licr lov'd Adonis tore. 

Poets Urge fouls heaven's p9blcft (lamps dp beai 
(Poets, the watchful angels darling care) r 
Yet death ChXind archer) that po diffcjience knows, 
Without rcipeft his roving arrows throws. 
Nor Phccbus, nor t)ie Mufes* queen, could giye 
Their fon, their ovm prerogative, to live. 
Orpheus, the heir of both his parents* (kill, 
Tapi'd wondering beads, and Death's mote cruel w 
Linus* fad firings on the dvunb lute do lie. 
In filence forc'd to let their mailer die. 
Homer (the fpring to whom we poets owe 
Our little all does in fweet numbers flow) 
Remains immortal only in his fame. 
His works alone furvive the envious flame. 

In vain to Gods (if Gods there are) we pray. 
And neodlcfs vi£lims prodigally pay, 
WoHhip their deeping deities : .yet Death 
Scorps votaries, and flops the praying breatli. 
To hallowed fluines intruding Fate will come. 
And drag you from the altar to the tomb. 

■ < 



} 



^ ON THE DEATH Of TIRVLIAJS. 2555 
Go, frantic ppet, ,yvith ,d©lufiops ,fed, J% 

Think laurels ^uar,d.Jl9Ur ,c;p;^ec^ted.hc?id, > 

Now the fweet roafter pf .ypi?r.,^ is dead. J 

What can we hope ? Jince that a narrow. fjpan 
Can meafure the remains of t^hee, ^reat man ! 
The bold rafh iiame that 4wrft approach fo nigh. 
And fee TibuUus, and not trejmbling die, 
Durft fcize on temples, and their gods defy. 
Fair Venus (fair ev'n in fuch ibrrows) (bn^s, 
Clofing her heavy eyes with trembling hands : 
Anon, in vain, officioufly (he tries 
To Quench the flame \wtir rivers from her eyes. 

His mother weeping docs his eye-lids clofe. 
And on his urn tears, her laft gift, beftows. 
His filler too, with hair difheveVd, bears 
Part of her motlicr's nature, and her fears. 

With thofe, two fair, two mournful rivals come. 
And add a greater triumph to his tomb : 
Both hu^ his um, both his lov'd a&es ki6. 
And both contend which reap'd the greater blifs. 
Thus Dcjia fpoke (When 6g^ i>o more could M) 
Renewing by remembrance pleafures pad ; 
** When youth with vigour did for joy combine, 
« I was Tibullus' life, Tibullui mine : 
<* I entertained his hot, his firft defire, 
** And kept alive, till age, his a4iive fire." 
To her then Nemefis (Avhen groans gave leave), 
" As I alone was lov*d, alone I'll grieve : . 
" Spare your vain tears,, Tibullui' heart was mine, 
** About my neck his dying arms did twiiic -,. 

U 4 "I fncitcW^ 
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*• I fnatch'd his foul, which true to me did prove 
** Age ended yours, death only ftopp'd my love,*' 

If any poor remains furvive the flames, 
Except thin ihadows, and more empty names ; 
Free in Elyfium Ihall Tibuilus rove. 
Nor fear a fecond death ihould crofs his love. . 
There ihall Catullus, crown*d with bays, impart . 
To his far dearer friend his open heart: 
There Gallus (if Fame's hundred tongues all lye) 
Shall, free from cenfure, no more raflily die. 
Such ihall our poet's bleft companions be. 
And in their deaths, as in their lives, agree. 
But thou, rich urn, obey my ftri6t commands^ 
Guard thy great charge from lacrilegious hands; 
Thou, Earth, Tibuilus' aflies gently ufe. 
And be as foft and eafy as his Mufe. 

TO THE EVENING STAl 
Englifhed from a Greek Idyllium. 

BR I G H T Star ! by Venus fix'd above 
To rule the happy realms of love j 
Who in the dewy rear of day, 
Advancing thy diftinguifli'd ray, 
Doft other lights as far out-fhine 
As Cynthia's iilvcr glories thine ; 
Known by fuperior beauty there^ 
As much ju PafloKclb teie« 
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Exert, bright ftar, thy friendly light, 
JVi^d guide me through the duiky night { 
Defrauded of her beams, the Moon 
Shines dim, and will be vanilh'd foon. 
I would not rob the fhepherd*s fold | 
I feek no mifer's hoarded gold ; 
To find a nymph, I'm forc*d to ftray, 
"Who lately Hole my heart away. 
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PREFACE. 

IT has been fo ufual among modem authors to write 
prefaces, that a man is thought rude to his reader, 
who does not give him fome account before-hand of 
what he is to expeft in the book. 

The greatefl part of this colle6bion confifts of amo- 
. rous verfes. Thofe who are converfant with the writ- 
ings of the ancients, will obferve a great difference be- 
tween what they and the modems have publifhed upon 
this fubjeft. The occafions upon which the poems o£ 
the former are written, are fuch as happen to every man 
almofl that is in love j and the thoughts fuch, as are na- 
tural for eveiy man in love to think. The modems, 
on the other hand, have fought out for occafions that 
none meet with but themfelves ; and fill their verfes 
with thoughts that are furprizing and glittering, but not 
tender, paflionate, or natural to a man in love. 

To judge which of thefe two are in the right; we 
ought to confidcr the end that people propofe in writing 
love verfes : and that I take not to be the getting 
, fame or admiration from the world, but the obtaining 
the love of their miftrefs j and the beft way I conceive 
to make her love you, is to convince her that you love 
her. Now this certainly is not to be done by forced 
conceits, far-fetched fimilies, and fhining points ; but 
by a true and lively reprcfentation of the pains and 
thoughts attending fuch a paflion. 
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** Si vis me fiere, dolendum eft 

•* Primum ipfi tibi, tunc tua me infortunia laedent.*^ 

I would as foon believe a widow in great grief for her 
hufband, becaufe I faw her dance a corant about bfi 
cofHn, as believe a man in love with his miftrefs for his 
writing fuch verfes as fome great modem, wits have 
done upon theirs. 

I am fatisfied that Catullus, TibuUus, Propertius, 
»nd Ovid, were in love with their miftrefles while they ' 
upbraid them, quarrel with them,* threaten them, abd 
forfwear them ; but I confefs I cannot" believe Petiarcli 
in love with his, when he writes conceits upon her name, 
her gloves, and the place of her birth. I know it is 
natural for a lover, in tranfports of jcalouf*y, to treat 
his miftrefs with all the violence imaginable; but I 
cannot think it natural for a man, who is much in love, 
to amufe himfelf with fuch trifles as the other. I am 
pleafed with TibuUus, when he fays, he could live in a 
defart with his miftrefs where never any hum^n foot- 
fteps appeared, becaufe I doubt not but he really thinks 
what he fays : but I confefs I can hardly forbear laugh- 
ing when Petrarch tells us, he could live without any 
other fuftenance than his miftrcfs's looks. I can very 
eafily believe a man may love a woman fo well as to de- 
fire no company but hers ; but I can nevec believe a 
man can love a woman fo well as to have no need of 
meat and drink if he may look upon her. The firft is a 
thought fo natural for a lover, that there is no man 
Yally in lovci but thinks the fame thing ; the other is 

not 
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not the thought of a man in love, but of a man who 
Would impofe upon us with a pretended love (and 
that indeed very grofsly too) while he had really none 
at all. 

It would be endlefs to purfue this point ; and any 
irtan whd will but give himfelf the trouble to compare 
what the antients and moderns have faid upon the (ame 
occafions, will foon perceive the advantage the former 
kave over the others. I have chofen to mention Pe- 
trarch only, as being by much the moft famous of all 
the moderns who hmt written love-verfes : and it is, 
indeed, the great reputation which he has gotten, that 
has given encouragement to this falfe fort of wit in the 
v^orld : for people, feeing the great credit he had, and 
lias indeed to this day, not only in Italy, but over 
all Europe, have fatisfied themfelves with the imitation 
of him, never enquiring whether the way he took was 
t"he right or not. 

There are no modern writers, perhaps, who have 
iucceeded better in love-verfes than the Englifli j and it 
is indeed juft that the fairefl: ladies ihould infpire the 
tcft poets. Never was there a. more copious fancy or 
|g;reater reach of wit than what appears in Dr. Donne ; 
Clothing can be lAore gallant or genteel than the poems 
of Mr. Waller ; nothing more gay or fprightly than thofe 
of Sir John Suckling ; and nothing fuller of variety and 
learning than Mr. Cowley's. However, it may be ob- 
ibrved, that among all thele, that (bftnefs, tendernefs, 
and violence of paffion, which the aacients thought 
tnoft proper for lovc-vcrfts, is wantiri|; : and at the fam^ 
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time that we muft allow Dr. Donne to have been a very 
great witj Mr. Waller a very gallant writer; Sir John 
Suckling a very gay one ; andMr.Cowley a great g^ius; 
yet methinks I can hardly fancy any one of them to 
jiave been a very great lover. And it grieves me diat 
the ancients, who could never have handfomcr women 
than we have, fhould neverthelefs be fo much more in 
love than we are. But it is probable the great reaibn 
of this may be the cruelty of our ladies; for a man 
muft be imprudent indeed to let his paffion take vary 
deep root, when he has no reafon to expeft any fort of 
return to it. And if it be fo, Were ought to be a 
petition made to the fair, that they would be pleafcd 
fometimes to abate a little of their rigour for the propa- 
gation of good verfe. I do not mean that they fhould 
confer their favours upon none but men of wit, that 
would be too great a confinement indeed ; but that they 
would admit them upon the fame foot with other people: 
and if they pleafe now and then to make the experiment, 
1 fancy they will find entertainment enough from the 
very variety of it. 

There are three forts of poems that are proper for love : 
paftorals, elegies, and lyric verfes; under which laft, 
I comprehend all fongs, odes, fonnets, madrigals, and 
ftanzas. Ofallthefe, paftoral is the loweft, and, upon 
that account, perhaps moft proper for love; fince it 
is the nature of that paflion, to render the foul foft 
and humble. Thefe three forts of poems ought to differ, 
not only in their numbers, but in the dcfigns, and 
in every thought <jf them. Though we have no dif- 
ference 
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e between the verfes of paftoral and elegy in the 
a languages, yet the numbers of the firft ought 
oofer and not fofonorous as the other; the thoughts 
imple, more eafy, and more humble. The de- 
jght to be the reprefenting the life of a fhepherd, 
ly by talking of iheep and fields, but by (bowing 
truth, (incerity, and innocence, that accompanies 
3rt of life : for though I know our mailers, 
ritus and Virgil, have not always conformed in 
)int of innocence ; Theocritus, in his Daphnis, 
; made his lore too wanton, and Virgil, in hi* 
5, placed hi« paffion upon a boy ; yet (if we may 
owed to cenfure thofe whom we muft always 
3ce) I take both thofe things to be faults in their 
, and (hould have been better pleafed with the 
J if it hid been made to a woman j and with the 
lis, if he had made his Hiepherds more modeft. 
I give humility and modefty as the character of 
il, it is not, however, but that a ffaepherd may 
owed to boaft of his pipe, his fongs, his flocks, 
fhew a contempt of his rival, as we fee both 
ritus and Virgil do. But this muft be ftill in 
manner as if the occafion offered itfelf, and was 
jght, and proceeded rather from the violence of 
ipherd's paffion, than any natural pride or malice 
1. 

:re ought to be the fame difTercnce obferved be- 
paH.irals and elegies as between the life of the 
•y and the court. ' In the firft, love ought to be 
:ntcd as among (bepherdsi in the other a% 'acccv^^*^ 
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gentlemen. They ought to be fmoothy clear, tender, 
and paflionate. The thoughts may be bold, more gay, 
and more elevated, than in paftoral. The paifionsthey 
rcprefcnt, either more gallant or more violent, and left 
innocent than the others. The rubje£b of them, prayen, 
praifes, expoftulations, quarrels, reconcilements, direat- 
nings, jealoufies, and in fine, all the natural effeds of 
love. 

Lyricks may be allowed to handle all the fame fubje6b 
with elegy, but to do it however in a different manner. 
An elegy ought to be fo entirely one thing, and every 
vcrfe ought fo to depend ujx)n the other, that they 
ihould not be able to fubfift alone ; or, to make ufe of 
the words of a * great modem critic, there mud be 

*' a juft coherence made 

** Between each thought, and the whole model laid, 

** So right, that every ftep may higher rife, 

** Like goodly mountains, till they reach the ikies." 

Lyricks, on the other hand, though they ought to 
make one body as well as the other, yet may conM of 
parts that are entire of themfelves. It being a rule in 
modem languages, that every danza ought to make up 
a complete feufe without running into the other. Fre- 
quent fcntences, which are accounted faults in elegies, 
arc beauties here. Belides this, Malherbc, and the French 
poets after him, have made it a rule in the fianzas of 
fix lines, to make a paulc at the third ; and in thoib of 

* Lord Mulgrave. 

ten 
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ten lines, at the third and the ferenth. And it muft be 
confeft that this exafbiefs renders them much moro 
muiical and harmonious ; though they have not alwayt 
been fo religious in obferving the latter rule as the 
fofiBcr* 

Bnt I am engaged in a very vain, or a very foolifli 
de%n : thofe who are critics, it would be a pre-( 
fumption in me to pretend I could in(tru6i ; and to in- 
ffaru6^ thofe who are not, at the fame time I write myfelf, 
is (if I may be allowed to apply another man's 
iunile) like felling arms to an enemy in time of war : 
though there ought, perhaps, to be more indulgence 
fhewn to things of love and gallantry than any others, 
becaufe they are generally written when people are 
young, and intended for ladies who are not fuppofed to 
be very old ,• and all young people, efpccially of the fair 
fcx, are more taken with the livelinefs of fancy, than 
the corre^bnefs of judgment. It may be alfo obferved, 
that to write of love virell, a man muft be really in 
love ; and to correft his writings well, he muft be out 
of love again. I am well enough fatisfied I may be 
in circumftances of writing of love, but I am almoft in 
defpair of ever being in circumlbnces of correfting it. 
This I hope may be a reafon for the fair and the 
young to pafs over fome of the faults ; and as for the 
grave and wife, all the favour I fhall be^y of them is, 
that they would not read them. Things of this nature 
are calculated only for the former. If love-verfes work 
upon the ladies, a man will not trouble himfelf with 
what the crliics fay of tliem : and if they do not, all 
X z the 
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rfie commendations the critics can give him will mak< 
but very little amends. All I fliall fay for thefc triflci 
Hf that I pretend not to vie with any man whatfoever. 
I doubt not but there are feverai now living who are 
able to write better on all fubjefts than I am upon 
any one : but I will take the boldnefs to fay, that there 
ii no one noan among them all who ihall be readier to 
acknowledge bis own faults, or to do juftice to the 
merits of other people. 
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P O E M S 

B T 
WILLIAM WALSH, Efq. 

TO HIS BOOK^ 

■^ O, little book, and to the world impart 
^^ The faithful image of an amorous heart : 
^hofe who love*s dear deluding pains have known 
4ay in my fatal ftories read their own. 
'•bofe who have Hv*d from all its torments free, 
lay find the thing they never felt, by me, 
«rhaps, advis'd, avoid the gilded bait, 
^ndywam'd by my example, ihun my fate, 
w'^hiie with calm joy, iafe landed on the coaily 
iriew the waves on which I once was toft, 
ove is a medley of endearments, jars, 
ufpicions, quarrels, reconcilements, wars; 
'hen peace again. Oh ! would it not be heft 
"o chace the fatal poifoa from our breaft > 
lit, fince fb few can live from paflion free, 
'«ppy the man, and only h:iv^py he. 
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Who with fuch lucky ftars begins his love. 
That his cool judgment does his choice approve. 
Ill-grounded paffions quickly wear away 5 
What 's built upon efteem can ne'er decay. 

E L E G Y. 

THE UNREWARDED LOVER. 

T JS T the dull Merchant curie his angry fate, . 
■*^ And from the winds and waves his fortune wait r 
Let the loud Lawyer break his brains, and be 
A flave to wrangling coxcombs, for a fee : 
Let the rough Soldier fight his prince's foes. 
And for a livelihood his life expofe : 
I wage no war, I plead no caufe, but Love's ; 
I fear no florms but what Celinda moves. 
And what grave cenfor can my choice defpife ? 
But here, fair charmer, here the difference lies s 
The Merchant, after all his hazards paft. 
Enjoys the fruit of his long toils at laft ; 
The Soldier high in his king's favour ftands. 
And, after having long obey'd, commands $ 
The Lawyer, to reward his tedious care, 
Roars on the bench, that babbled at the bar : 
While I take pains to meet a fate more hard. 
And reap no fruit, no favour, no reward. 

EPI- 
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EPIGRAM. 

Written in a Lady's Table-Book. 

WITH what llrange raptures would my foul be 
bleft, 
Were but her book an emblem of her breaft ! 
As I from that all former marks efface, 
And, uncontrol'd, put new ones in their place; 
So might I chacc all others from her heart. 
And my own image in the ftead impart. 
But, ah ! how fhort the blifs would prove, if he 
Who feiz'd it next, might do the fame by me ! 

ELEGY. 

THE POWER OF VERSE. 

TO HIS MISTRESS. 

■fTTHILEthofe bright eyes fubduewhere-e*er you will, 
^^ And, as you pleafe, can either fave or kill j 
What youth fo bold the conqueft to dedgn ? 
What wealth fo great to purchafe hearts like thine ? 
None but the Mufe that privilege can claim. 
And what you give in love, return in fame. 
Riches and titles with your life muft end ; 
Nay, cannot evn in life your fame defend : 

X 4 Vcrfc 
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Verie can give fame, can fading beauties fave, 
And, after death, redeem them from the grave : 
Embalm'd in verfe, through diAant times they coiat, 
Fi-eferv'd, like bees within an amber tomD* 
Poets (like monarchs on an Eaftcm throne^ 
Rcftrain'd by nothing but their will alone) 
Here can cry up, and there as boldly blame. 
And, as they pleafe, give infamy or fame. 
In vain the * Tyrian Queen refigns her life. 
For the bright glory of a fpotlefs wife. 
If lying bards may falfe amours rehearfe. 
And blaft her name with arbitrary verft ; 
While t one, who all the abfcnce of her lord 
Had her wide courts with preffing lovers flor'd. 
Yet, by a Poet graced, in dcathlefs rhymes, 
Stands a chafte pattern to fuccecding times. 
With pity then the Mufes* friends furvcy, 
Nor think your favours there are thrown away 5 
Wifely like feed on fruitful foil they're thrown, 
I'o bring large crops of glory and renown : 
For as the fun, that in the marlhes breeds 
Is'othing but naufeous and unwholfome weeds. 
With the fame rays, on rich and pregnant earth. 
To pleafant flowers and ufcful fruits gives birth : 
So favours caft on fools get only fhame. 
On Poets fhed, produce eternal fame ; 
Their generous brcafts warm with a genial fire. 
And more than all the Mufes can in(pirc. 

♦ Dido. t Penelope. 

lEALOUSl 
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JEALOUSY. 

I. 

XT THO could more happy, who more bleft coi»ld live, 
^^ Than they whom kind, whom amorous paffions 
move ? 
"What crowns, what empires, greater joys could give, 
Than the foft chains, the flavery of Love ? 
Were not the blifs too often croll 
By that unhappy, vile diftruft. 
That gnawing doubt, that anxious fear, that dangerous 

malady, 
That terrible tormenting rage, that madnefs, Jealoufy. 

II. 
In vain Celinda beads (he has been true. 
In vain (he fwears (he keeps untouched her charms ; 
Dire Jealoufy does all my pains renew. 
And reprefents her in my rival's arms : 
His iighs I hear, his looks I view, 
I fee her damn'd advances too ; 
I fke her fmile, I fee her kifs ; and, oh! methinks I fee 
Her give up all thofc joys to him, Ihe ihould referve 
for me. 

III. 
Ingrateful Fair-one ! canft thou hear mr groans > 
Canft thou behold thcfe tears that Bll my eyes ? 
And yety unmov'd by all my pains, my moans. 
Into aDother's arms re%a my prize i 

3 If 
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If merit could not gain your love. 
My fufferings might your pity move ; 
Might hinder you from adding thus, by jealous frenzies, 

more 
New pangs to one whom hopelefs love had plagued too 
much before. 

IV. 
Think not, faife nymph, my fury to out-ftorm ; 
I fcorn your anger, and defpife your frown : 
Drefs up your rage in its moft hideous form. 
It will not move my heart when love is flown j 
No, though you from my kindnefs fly. 
My vengeance you Ihall fatisfy : 
The Mufe, that would have fung your praife, fballnwr 

aloud proclaim 
To the malicious, fpiteful world, youj* infamy and (hamc 
V. 
; Ye Gods ! fhe weeps ; beliold that falling ihower ! 
See how her eyes are quite diflblv'd in tears ! 
Can fhe in vain that precious torrent pour ? 
Oh, no, it bears away my doubts and fears : 
'Twas Pity fure that made it flow : 
For the fame pity, Hop it now; 
For every charming, heavenly drop that from thofe cyw 

does part. 
Is paid with ftreams of blood, that gufli from my o'er* 
flowing heart. 

VI. 
Yes, I will love ; I will believe you true. 
And railc my paflTions up as high as e er j 
Nay, 1*11 believe you falfe, yet love you too, 
JLct the leaft fign of pcdtence appear, I'll 
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I'll frame excufes for your fault, 
Think you furprizM, or meanly caught ; 
Kay' in the fury, in the height of that abhorred embrace. 
Believe you thought, believe at leaft you wiih'd, me in 
thd place. 

VII. 
Oh, let me lie whole ages in thofc arms, 
And on that bofom lull afleep my cares : 
Forgive thofe foolifh fears of fancy*d harms 
That ftab my foul, while they but move thy tears ; 
And think, unlefs I lov'd thee flill, 
I had not treated thee fo ill ; 
For thefe rude pangs of jealoufy are much more certain 

figns 
Of love, than all the tender words an amorous fancy 
coins. 

VIII. 
Torment me with this horrid rage no fnore ; 
Oh fmile, and grant one reconciling kifs ! 
Ye Gods, fhe^*s kind ! I'm ecftacy all o'er! 
My fbiil 's too narrow to contain the blifs. 
Thou pleafing torture of my breail. 
Sure thou wert fram'd to plague my reft. 
Since both the 111 and Good you do, alike my peace 

deftroy ; 
That kills me with excefs of grief, this with excefs 
of joy. 



cu:re 
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CURE OF JEALOUSY. 



W 



" H AT tortures can there be in bell* 
Compared to what fond lovers feel. 
When, doating on fomc fair-one's charms. 
They think fhe yields them to their rival's anns ? 

As lions, though they once were tame. 
Yet if fliarp wounds their rage inflame. 
Lift up their ftormy voices, roar. 
And tear the keepers tliey obeyed before. 

So fares the lover when his brcaft 
By jealous phrenzy is poffcft ; 
Forfwears the nymph for whom he burns. 
Yet ftraight to her whom he forfwears returns. 

But when the fair refolves his doubt. 
The love comes in, the fear goes out ; 
The cloud of Jealoufy 's difpelPd, 
And the bright fun of innocence reveal'd. 

With what ftrarge raptures is he bleft I 
Raptures too great to be expreli. 
Though hard the torment »s to endure. 
Who would not have the ficknefs for the cure } 



SONNET. 



C 317 ] 

SONNET. 

DEATH. 

WT HAT has this bugbear Death that's worth our 
^ ^ care ? 

After a life in pain and ibnrow paft. 
After deluding hope and dire defpair. 

Death only gives us quiet at the laft. 

How ftrangely are our love and hate mifplac'd ? 

Freedom we feck, and yet from freedom flee j 
Courting thofe tyrant-fins that chain us faft. 

And fhunning Death, that only fets us free. 

'Tis not a foolifli fear of future pains, 

( Why Ihould they fear who keep their fouls from ftains ? ) 

That makes me dread thy terrors. Death, to fee : 
'Tis not the lofs of riches, or of fame. 
Or the vain toys the vulgar pleafures name ; 

'Tis. nothing, Caelia, but the lofing thee* 

ELEGY. 

TO HIS FALSE MISTRESS, 

/^ ^LI A, your tricks will now no longer pafs, 
^^ And I'm no more the fool that once I was. 
I know my happier rival does obtain 
All the yaft btifs for which I figh in rain. 



3i8 W A L S H'S P O E M S, 

Himy him you love, to me you ufe your art ; 

I had your looks, another had your heart : 

To me' you *re fick, to me of {pies afraid ; 

He finds your ficknefs gone, your (pies betray'd r 

I (igh beneath your window all the night ; 

He in your arms poflefles the delight. 

I know you treat me thus, falfe fair, I do ; 

And, oh ! what plagues me worfe, he knows it to 

To him my fighs are told, my letters Ibown, 

And all my pains are his divcrfion grown. 

Yet, fince you could fuch horrid treafbns a6V, 

I'm pleas'd you chofe out him to do the faft : 

His vanity does for my wrongs atone, 

And 'tis by that I have your falfehood known* 

What fliall I do ! for, treated at this rate, 

I muft not love, and yet I cannot hate : 

I hate the a6tions, but I love the face ; 

Oh, were thy virtue more, or beauty lefs ! 

I'm all confufion, and my foul *s on fire. 

Torn by contending reafon and defu-e ; 

This bids me love, that bids me love give o'er. 

One counfels beft, the other pleafes more. 

I know I ought to hate you for your fault. 

But, oh ! I cannot do the thing I ought. 

Canfl thou, mean wretch ! canft thou contented vn 

With the cold relicks of a rival's love ? 

Why did 1 fee that face to charm my bread ? 

Or, having fccn, why did I know the reft ? 

Gods ! if I have obey'd your juft commands. 

If I've defery'd fome favour of your hands ; 

M; 
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Maka rae that tame, that eafy fool again. 

And rid me of my knowledge and my pain : 

And you, falfe fair ! for whom fo oft I 've gricv'd. 

Pity a wretch that begs to be deceiv'd j 

Forfwear yourfelf for one who dies for you. 

Vow, not a word of the whole charge was true $ 

But fcandals all, and forgeries, devis'd 

By a vain wretch, neglefted and defpis'd. 

I too will help to forward the deceit, 

And, to my power, contribute to the cheat. 

And thou, bold man, who think'fl to rival me. 

For thy prefumption I could pardon thee ; 

I could forgive thy lying in her arms, 

I could forgive thy rifling all her charms : 

But, oh ! I never can forgive the tongue 

That boafts her favours, and proclaims my wrong. 



UPON THE SAME OCCASION. 

TTT H AT fury does difturb my reft ? 
^^ What hell is this within my breaft? 
Now I abhor, and now I love ; 
And each an equal torment prove, 
I fee Celinda*s cruelty, 
I fee Ihe loves all men but me ; 
I fee her falfehood, fee her pride, 
I fee ten thoufand faults befide j 
I fee ihe fticks at nought that 's ill ; 
Yet, oh ye Powers ! I love her ftill. 
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Others on precipices run. 

Which, blind with love, they cannot (hun : 

I fee my danger, fee my ruin ; 

Yet fcek, yet court, my own undoing : 

And each new reafon I explore 

To hate her, makes me love her more. 

THE ANTIDOTE. 

'TT7' HEN I fee the bright nymph who my heart doci 

^^ enthral,' 

When I view her foft eyes, and her languifhing air, 
Her merit fo great, my own merit fo fmall, 
It makes jane adore, and it makes me defpair. 

But when I confider, fhe fquanders on fools 

All thofe treafurcs of beauty with which fhe is ftor'd ; 

My fartcy it darups, my palfion it cools, 

And it makes me dcl'pife wliat before I ador*tl. 

Thus fometimes I defpair, and fometimes I deipiie : 
I love, and I hate, but I never efteem : 

The paffion grows up when I view her bright eyes, 
Which my rivals dtflroy when I look upon them. 

How wifely does Nature things fo difTcrcnt unite } 
In fuch odd comp' fir ions our fafety is found ; 

As the blood of a I'corpion's a cure for the bite, 
So her folly makes whole whom her beauty do« 
wound. 
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UPON A FAVOUR OFFERED. 

/^ JELIA, too late you would repent j 
^^ The oflfering all your ftore, 
Is now but like a pardon fent 
To one that's dead before. 

While at the fii-ft you cruel prov'd, 

And grant tlie blifs too late ; 
You hindered me of one I lov*d. 

To give me one I hate. 

I thought you innocent as fair. 

When firft my court I made j 
But wh(in your falfehoods plain appear, 

My love no longer ftayM. 

Your boimty of thofc favours Ihown, 

Whofe worth you firft deface. 
It melting valued med&ls down. 

And giving us the brafs. 

Oh, (incc the thing we beg *s a toy 

That 's priz'd by love alone. 
Why cannot women grant the joy, 

Before our love is gone ? 
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THE RECONCILEXi£N 

"n E gone, ye fighs ! be gone, ye tears 1 

■■-' Begone, ye jealoufies and feart ! 

Celinda fwears (he never lov*d, 

Celinda fwears none ever mov'd 

Her heart, but I ; if this be trae. 

Shall I keep company with you ? 

What though a fenfelefs rival fwore 

She faid as much to him before ? 

What though I faw him in her bed ? 

I '11 truft not what I faw, but what ihc iaid« 

Curfe on the prudenlf and the wife. 

Who ne'er bejieve fuch pleafing lies : 

I grant fhc only does deceive ; 

I grant 'tis folly to believe ; 

But by this folly I vaft plcafures gain. 

While you with all your wifdom live in pain, 

DIALOG U 

BETWEEN A I,OVER AND HIS FRll 
[IRREGULAR VERSES.] 
FRIEND. 

VALUE thyfelf, fond youth, no more 
On favours Mulus had before ; 
He had her firft, her virgin flame, 
You like a bold inuute c^to.^ 
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To the cold relicks of a feaft. 
When he at firft had feiz'd the heft. 

LOVER. 

When he, dull fot, had feiz'd the worfc, 
I came in at the fecond coiirie ; 
Tis chance that firft makds people love. 
Judgment their riper -fancies move, 
•^ulusy you fay, firft charmM her eyes ; 
Firfty (he lov'd habies and dirt-pies ; 
But (he grew wifer, and in time 
Found out the folly of thofe toys and him.' 

FRIEND. 

If wifdom change in love begets, 
Women, no doubt, are wondrous wits. 
But wifdom that now makes her change to you^ 
In time wiH make her change to. others too. 
L o V E Rr 

I grant you, no man can forefee his dooiiig 
But fhall I grieve becaufe an ill may come ? 
Yet I *ll allow her change, when fhe can fee 

A man dcicrves her more than me. 
As much as I deferve her more than he. 

F R I E K D. 

Did they with out own eyes ice our defert. 
No woman e'er could from her lover part. 

But, oh ! they fee not with their own. 
All things to them are througli falfe optics fhewn. 
Love at the firft does all your charms increafe. 
When the tube 's tum*d, hate rcprcfents them Icfs. 
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LOVER. 

Whate'er may come, I will not grieve 
For dangers that I can't believe. 
She*ll ne'er ceafe loving me ; or if fhe do, 
-^Tis ten to one I ceafe to love her too, 

E P I G R AM. 
L Y C E. 

GO, faid old Lyce, fenfelefs lover, go. 
And with foft verfes x:ourt the feir ; but ! 
With all thy verfes, thou canft get no more 
Than fools without one verfe have had before. 
Enrag*d at this, upoi> the bawd I flew. 
And that which moft enrag'd me was, 'twas tn 

THE FAIR MOURNEF 

TN what fad pomp the mournful charmer lies 
-*• Does fhe lament the vi6Vim of her eyes ? 
Or would fhe hearts with foft compaflion move. 
To make them take the deeper damp of love ? 
What youth fo wife, fo wary to efcape. 
When Rigour comes, dreft up in Pity's fiuipe? 
Let not in vain thofe precious tears be Ihed, 
Pity the dying fair- one, not the dead ; 
While you unjuftly of the fates complain, 
I grieve as much for you, as much in vain, 
^ach to relentlefs judges make their moan j 
^Jaffi-i not De^th,*^ ctwtVx.^> but ceafe your owi 



THE FAIR MOURNER. 315^ 

While raging padion both our fouls does wound^ 
A fovcreign balm might fure for both be found ; 
Would you but wipe your fruitlefs tears away. 
And with a juft compaffion mine furvey. 

EPIGRAM. 

TO HIS FALSE MISTItESS. 

nn HOU (aidft that I alone thy heart could move, 
•*• And that for me thou wouldit abandon Jove. 
I lov'd thee then, not with a love defil'd, 
But as a father loves his only child. 
I know thee now, and though I fiercelier buniy 
Thou art become the objeft of my fcorn : 
Sec what thy falfehood gets ,• I muft confeft 
I love thee morc> but I elleem thee lefs. 

EPIGRAM. 
LOVE AND JEALOUSY. 

HOW much arc they deceiv'd who vainly ftrivc 
By jealous fears to keep our flames alive! 
Love 's like a torch, which, if fecurM from blafls. 
Will fointlier bum, but then it longer lads : 
Expos'd to dorms of jealoufy and doubt. 
The blaze grows greater, but 'tis fooner out. 
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EL E G Y. 
THE PETIT 10 K. 

IN IKUTAT^ON OF CA.TULLU8. 

T S there a pious pleafure that proceeds 

•■■ From contemplation of our virtuous deeds ? 

That all mean fordid a6kions wfe defpife. 

And fcom to gain. a throne by cheats and lies ? 

ThyrfiSy thou hafi furs blefiings laid in ftore. 

From thy juft dealing in thi$ curft amour : 

What hpsKJur can in words or deeds be ihowa^ 

Which to the fair thou haft not £nd and done ? 

On her falf« heart they all are thrown away ; 

She only fwears, more easily to betray. 

Ye Powers-! that know the many vows fhe broke. 

Free my juft foul from this unequal yoke ! 

My love boils up, and, like a raging flood, 

Runs through my veins, and taints my vital blood* 

I do not vainly beg (he may grow chafte, 

Or with an equal paffion bum at laft ; 

The one ftie cannot pradife, though (he would } 

And I contemn the other, though ftie /hould : 

Njr alk I vengeance on the perjur'd jilt; 

'Tis punifhment enough to have her guilt, 

I beg but balfam for my bleeding breaft, 

Cure for my wounds, and from my labours reft. 

'^\.^GY. 
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• UPON QUITTING BIS MISTRESS. 

I KNOW, Celinda, ITiave borne too long. 
And, by forgiving, haye increased my wrong : 
Yet if there be a power in vejft'tp (lack 
Thy courfe in vice, or bring fled virtue back, 
1*11 undertake the tafk, however Co hard ; 
A generous aftion is its owij reward. 
Oh ! were thy virtues equal to thy charms, 
I'd fly from crowns to live within thofe arms : 
But who, oh who, <;an e*ec Micve thee juft. 
When fuch known fal;Ce)ioQds h^ve d^ftroy'd i^l truft ? 

Farewel, falfe fair ! npr (hall I longer (lay. 
Since we muft part, why (boul<J we thus delay ? 
Your love alone was what my foul could prize, 
And mifling that, can all the reft defpife; 
Yet (hould I not repent my follies pad, 
\Could you take up and grow referv'd at la(t, 
*Twould pleafe me, parted from your fatal charms. 
To fee you happy in another's arms. 
Whatever threatnings fury might extort, 
.Oh fear not I (hould ever do you hurt : 
Tor though my former paflion is removed, 
I would not injure one I once ha4 lov'd. 
Adieu ! While thus I wafte my time in vain^ 
Sur^ there are maids I might entirely gain : 

Y 4 ri3L 
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I '11 fearch for fuch, and to the firft that 's true, 
Refign the heart fo hardly freed from you. 

TO HIS MISTRESS, 

AGAINST MARRIAGE. 

y^ £ S, all the world mufl fare agree, 
-■• He who's fccur'd of having thee. 

Will be entirely bleft; 
But 'twere in me too great a wrong. 
To make one who has been fo long 

My queen, my flave at laft. 

Kor ought thoie things to be confined. 
That were for public good defign'd $ 

Could we in foolifh pride, 
Make the fun always with us flay, 
'Twould burn our com and grafs away. 

To ftarvc the world befide. 

Let not the thoughts of parting fright 
Two fbulsy which paiBon does unite ; 

For while our love does laft. 
Neither will ftrive to go away j 
And why the devil fhould we ftay. 

When once that love is paft } 
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EPIGRAM. 

C H L O E. 

CHLOE ncw-marry'd looks on men no more j 
Why then 'tis plain for what fhe look'd before. 

EPIGRAM, 
C O R N U S. 

/^ O R N U S proclaims aloud his wife *8 a whore i 
^^ Alas, good Comus, what can we do more ? 
Wert thou no cuckold, we might make thee one i 
But being one, we cannot make thee none. 

EPIGRAM. 
T H R A S O. 

'T' H R A S O picks quarrels when he's drunk at night | 
-*• When fober in the morning dares not fight. 
Thrafo, to Ihun thofe ills that may enfue, 
Drink not at night, or drink at morning too. 

EPIGRAM. 
GRIPE AND SHIFTER. 

T) ICH Gripe does all his thoughts and cunning bend, 
■*^ T* incrcafe that wealth he wants the foul tofpend. 
Poor Sbifter docs his whole contrivance fet 
To ipend dial wealth he wanu the kxkk to get. 
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How happy would appear -to each his fate, 
Had Gripe his humour, or he Gripf 's eR|ite I 
Kind Fate and Fortune, blend them if you can. 
And of two wretches make one happy man 1 

TO C JE L I A, 

TJPaN. SOME ALTERATIONS IN HIR FACE. 

A H, Caelia ! where are now the charms 
'^ ^ That did fuch wondrous paflions more^ 
Time, cruel Ticae, thofe eyes diiarn^, 
Ad4 Isjlunts the feeble darts of Love, 

What malice does the tyrant bear ^ 

To womcns* intereft, and to ours ? 
Beauties in which the public ibare, 

The greedy villain firft devours. 

Who, without tearSf can fee a prince 
That trains of fawning courtiers had, 

AbandonM, left without defence ? 
Nor is thy haplcfs fate lefs fad. 

Thou who fo many fools haft known, 

And all the fools would hardly do, 
Shouldft now confine thyfelf to one ! 

And he, alas ! a huihand too. 

See the ungrateful ilaves, how faft 

They from thy fetting glories run } 
And in what mighty crowds they hafte 

To worihip Flavia'« riiing {ua 1 
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In vain are all the pra£H«'d wiles^ 

In vain dfftofe. eyes would love impait ^ 
Not all th* advances, all the fmites, 

Can move one unrer<:nting heart. 

While Flavia-, charming FTavia, flirt 

By cruelty her caufe maintains ; 
And fcarce vouchfafes a carelefs fmile 

To the poor flaves that wear her chamt. 

Well, Caelia, let them wafte their tieari i 

But fure they will in time repine, 
That riwm haft not a face like hers, 

Or ihe hm not a heart like thine. 



THE RETIREMENT. 

ALL hail, ye fields, where conftant peace attends f 
•^ ^ All hail, ye facred folitary groves ! 
All hail, ye books, my true, my real feiends, 
Whofe converfation pleafes and improves ! 

*Could one who ftudy'd your fublimer rules 
Become fo mad to fearch for joys abroad ? 

To run to towns, to herd with knaves and fools, 
And undidinguilh'd pafs among the crowd ? 

One to ambitious fancy*« made a prey. 

Thinks happinefs in great preferment lies ; 

iKor fears for that his country to betray, 
<Curil by the. fpQJi^. and laught at by the wiie. . 
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Others, whom avaricious thoughts bewitch, 
Confume theu: time to multiply their gains ; 

And, fancying wretched all that are not rich, 
Negleft the end of life to get the means. 

Others the name of pleafure does invite. 
All their dull time in fenfual joys they live | 

And hope to gain that folid firm delight 
By vice, which innocence alone can give. 

But how perplext, alas 1 is human fate ! 

I, whom nor avarice nor pleafures move. 
Who view with fcofn the trophies of the great. 

Yet muft myfelf be made a ilave to love. 

If this dire pailion never will be gone, 
If beauty always muft my heart enthral. 

Oh ! rather let me be confined to one 
Than madly thus be made a prey to all ! 

One who has early known the pomps of ftate 

(For things unknown *tis ignorance to condemn) ; 

And after having view*d the gaudy bait. 
Can boldly fay, The Trifle I contemn. 

In her bleft arms contented could 1 live. 

Contented could I die : but oh ! my mind 
I feed with fancies, and my thoughts deceive^ 

With hope of things impoffible to find. 
In women how fhould fenfe and beauty meet > 

The wifeft men their youth in follies fpend j 
The beft is he that earlieft finds the cheat, 

Anifecs his errors while there 's time to mend. 
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THE DESPAIRING LOVER. 

DISTRACTED with care 
For Phyllis the fair, 
Since nothing could move her, 
Poor Damon, her lover, 
Rcfolves in defpair 
No longer to languifh, 
Nor bear fo much anguifh ; 
But, mad with his love, 
To a precipice goes. 
Where a leap from above 
Would foon finiih his woes. 

When in rage he came there, 
Beholding how fteep 
The fides did appear. 
And the bottom how deep ; 
His torments projecting, 
And fadly refle£ting. 
That a lover forfaken 
A new love may get. 
But a neck when once broken 
Can never be fet ; 
And, that he could die 
Whenever he would. 
But, that he could live 
But as long as he could : 
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How grievous foever 
Tlie torment might grow, 
He^fcoimM to endeavour 
To finilh it fo; 
But boId> unconcern 'd 
At thoughts of the pain^ 
He calmly retum'd 
To hi:5 cottage again* 

SONG* 

1^ F all die torments, lall the cares, 
^^ With which our lives are curft y 
Of all the plagues a lover bears. 

Sure rivals are the worft ! 
By partners, in each other kind, 

Affliftions eafier grow ; 
In love alone we hate to find 

Companions of our woe. 

Sylvia, for all the pangs you fee 

Are labouring in my breaft ; 
I beg not you would favour me, 

Would you but (light the reft ! 
How great fo^*er your rigours are. 

With them alone Til cope ; 
I can endure my own defpair. 

But not another's hope. 



A SONG 
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A SONG TO PHYLLIS. 

1. 

■p H Y L L I S, we not giiev* that Nature^ 
•*• Formmg you, has done her part 5 
And in every finglc feature 
Shew*d the utmoft of her aitr 
II. 
Btit in this it is pretended 

That a mighty grievance lies, 
That your heart fhould be defended, 
' Whilft you wound us with your eyes* 

III. 
Lt)^e *s 2 fenfelefs inclination, 

Where na mercy *s to be found ; 
But is juft, where kind compaflion 
Gives us balm to heal the wound* 
IV. 
^erfians, paying folemn duty. 
To the rififc^ Sun inclin'd. 
Never would adore his beauty, 
But in hot>es to make him kind, 

PHYLLIS'S RESOLUTION^ 

I. 
■ITT HEN flaves their liberty require, 
^^ They hope no more to gain, 
But you not only rtiat deiire. 
But aft. the power to reiga. \\* Tk^^ 
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II. 
Think how unjuft a fuit you make. 

Then you will foon decline ,• 
Your freedom, when you pleafe, pray take. 

But trefpafs not on mine. 
III. 
No more in vain, Alcander, crave^ 

I ne*er will grant the thing, 
That he, who once has been my (lave, 

Should ever be my king. 



AN EPISTLE, 
To a Lady who had refolved againft Marriage. 

MA D A M, I cannot but congratulate 
Your refolution for a (ingle ftate ; 
Ladies, who would live undifturb*d and free, 
Muft never put on Hymen's livery j 
Perhaps its outfide feems to promife fair, , 
But underneath is nothing elfe but care. 
If once you let the Gordian Knot be ty*d. 
Which turns the name of virgin into bride j 
That one fond a£l your life's beft fcene foregoes. 
And leads you in a labyrinth of woes, 
AVhofe ftrange meanders you may fearch about. 
But never find the clue to let you out. 
The married Kfe affords you little eafe. 
The bell of huibands is fo hard to pleafe : 

This 
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This in wives careful faces you may fpell, 

Though they diflemble their misfortunes well. 

No plague *s fo great as an ill-ruling head, 

Yet 'tis a fate which few young ladies dread : 

For Love's infmuating fire they fan, 

With fweet ideas of a god-like man. 

Chloris and Phyllis glory 'd in their fwains. 

And fung their praifes on the neighbouring plains ; 

Oh ! they were brave, accompUHi'd, charming meo^ 

Angels till marry*d, but proud devils then. 

Sure fome refiftlefs power with Cupid fides. 

Or we fhduld have more virgins, fewer brides 5 

For fingle lives afford the moft content. 

Secure and hapfpy, as they 're innocent : 

Bright as Olympus, crown'd vfiih endlefs eafi^. 

And calm ^s Neptune on the Halcyon feas : 

Your deep is broke with no domeftic cares. 

No bawling children to difturb your prayers; 

No parting forrows to extort your tears. 

No bluftering hufband to renew your fears ! 

Therefore, dear madam, let a friend advifc, ,' 

Love and its idle deity defpife : 

Supprefs wild Nature, if it dares rebel ; 

There 's no fijch thing as ** leading apes in hell." 
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CLELIA TO URANIA. 
A N ODE, 

I. 

* I ' H E difmal regions which no (un beholds, 
"*■ Whilft his fires roll Ibme diftant world to cheer, 
Which in dry darknefs, froft, and chilling cold. 

Spend one long portion of the dragging yeai*. 
At his returning influence never knew 
More joy than Clelia, when fhe thinks of you. 

II. 
Thofe zealots, who adore the rlfing fun, 
* Would foon their darling deity defpife. 
And with more warm, more true devotion run^ 

To worlhip nobler beams, Urania's eyes ; 
Had they beheld her lovely form divine. 
Where rays more glorious, more attracting, fhinc. 

III. 
But, ah ! frail mortals, though you may admire 

At a convenient diftance all her charms. 
Approach them, and you *11 feel a raging fire. 

Which fcorches deep, and all your power difarms : 
Thus, like th* Arabian bird, your care proceeds 
Prom the bright object which your pleafure breeds. 



SONG. 
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S O N G. 

I. 

THOUGH Celiacs torn to be ador'd. 
And Strephon to ado^^e her born, 
In vain her pity is implored, 

Who kills him twice, with charms and fcom, 
II. 
Fair faint, to your bleft orb repair, 

To learn in heaven a heavenly mind ; 
Thence hearken to a finner's prayer. 
And be lefs beauteous, or more kind. 

LOVING ONE I NEVER SAW.. 

nP HOU tyrant God of. Love, give o'er, 
•*■ And perfecute this breaft no more : 
Ah ! tell me why muft every dart 
Be aim*d at my unhappy heart ? 
I never murmur'd or repin'd, 
But patiently myfelf re(ign*d 
. To all the torments, which through thee 
Have fell, alas ! on wretched me : 
But oh ! I can no more fuftain 
This long-conthiued ilate of pain, 
Though 'tis but fruitlefs to complain. 
My heart, firft foften*d by thy power, 
Ne*cr kept its liberty an hour : 
Z a 
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So fond and eafy was it grown, 

Each nyniph might call the fool her o\vn : 

So much to its own interell blind. 

So flrangely charm'd to womankind^ 

That it no more belonged to me, 

Than veftal-virgins hearts^ to thee. 

I often courted it to ftay ; 

But, deaf to all, 'twould fly away. 

In vain to ftop it I eflay'd. 

Though often, often, I di^lay'd 

The turns and doubles women made. 

Nay more, when it has home return'd. 

By fome proud maid ill us'd and fcom*d, • 

I ilill the renegade cared. 

And gave it harbour in my breaft, 

O ! then, with indignation fir'd 

At what before it fo admir*d ,• 

With fliame and forrow overcaft, 

And fad repentance for the paft, 

A thoufand facred oaths it fwore 

Never to wander from me more ; 

After chimaeras ne'er to rove, 

Or run the wild-goofe chace of love. 

Thus it refolv'd 

Till fomc new face again betray'd 
The refolutions it had made : 
Then how 'twould flutter up an^ down. 
Eager, impatient, to be gone : 
And, though fo often it had faiPd, 
Though vaiulcfs every heart aflail'd. 

Yet, 
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Yet, lur'd by hope of new delight^ 

It took again its fatal flight, 

'Tis thus, malicious deity. 

That thou haft bantered wretched me ; 

Thus made me vainly lofe my time. 

Thus fool away my youthful prime 5 

And yet, for all the hours I've loft. 

And fighs, and tears, thy bondage coft^ 
, Ne'er did thy llave thy favours blefs, 

Or crown his paffion with fuccefs. 

Well — fince 'tis doom'd that I muft find 

No love for love from womankind j 

Since I no pleafure muft obtain. 

Let me at leaft avoid the pain : 
. So weary of the chace I'm grown, 
That with content I'd fit me down, 
, Enjoy my book, mv friend, my cell. 
And bid all womankind fareweL 
H^Yi aik for all I feln before, 
Pnly to be difturb'd no more. 
Yet thou (to my complainings deaf) 
Will give my torments no relief ; 
But now, ev'n now, thou mak*ft mc die. 
And love I know not whom, nor why. 
In every part I feel the fire. 
And •burn with fanciful defire ; 
From whence can love its magic draw } 
I doat on her, / never favf: 
And who, but lovers, can cxprefs 
This ftrange, myilcrious tendcmefe ? 

Z 3 Kt^ 
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And yet methinks 'tis liappier fb> 
Than whom it is I love to know : 
Kow my unbounded notions rove^ 
And frame idea» to my love. 
I fancy I fliooid fomedung find. 
Diviner both in face and mind. 
Than ever nature did beftow ' , 
On any creature here below. 
I fancy thus Corinna walks* 
That thus fhe fings, ihe looks, fhe talks* 
Sometimes I figh, and fancy then, - 
That, did Corinna know my pain, 
Could ihe my trickling tears but fee. 
She would be kind and pity me. 
Thus thinkbg Fve no caufe to grieve, 
I pleafingly myfelf deceive ; 
And fure am happier far than he 
Who knows the very truth can be. 
Then, gentle Cupid, let me ne*er 
See my imaginary fair : 
Left fhe ihould be more heavenly bright 
Than can be reach'd by Fancy's height : 
Left (when I tti her beauty gaze. 
Confounded, loft in an amaze ; 
My trembling lips and eyes ihould tell, 
*Tis her I dare to love fo well) ; 
She, with an angry, fcomful eye, 
Or fome unkind, fevcre reply. 
My hopes of biifs ihould overcaft^ 
And my prefuming paffion blafL 
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If but in this thou kind wilt prove, 
And let me toot fee her I love, 
Thy altars proftrate I'll adore. 
And call thee tyrant-god no more. 
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ECLOGUE 'J. 

DAPHNE. 

IC I L I A N Mufe, my humble voice infpine 



To iing of Daphne's charms and Damon's fire- 
Long had the faithful fwain fuppreft his grief, 
And, iince he durft not hope, ne'er a{k*d relief. 
But at th* arrival of the fatal day 
That took the nymph and all his joys away j 
With dying looks he gaz'd upon the fair. 
And what his tongue could not, his eyes declare : 
Till with deep fighs, as if his heart-ftrings broke, 
Prefling her hand, thele tender things he fpoke : 

DAMON. 

Ah, lovely nymph ! behold your lover burn, 
And ^iew that paffion which you'll not return. • 
As no nymph's charms did ever equal thine. 
So no fwain* s love did ever equal mine : 
How happy, fair, how.happy Ihould I bfc^ - 
Might I but (acrifice myfelf for tliee I 

Z 4. ^QVi^V 
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Could I but pleafe thee with my dying vcrfe. 
And make thee fhed one tear upon my hearfe ! 

DAPHNE. 

Too free an offer of that love you make, 
Which now, alas, I have not power to take r 
Your wounds I cannot, though I woui^y relieve ; 
Phaon has all the love that I can give. 
Had you among the reft at firft affail'd 
My heart, when free, you had, perhaps, prevaird. 
Now if you blame, oh, blame not me, but Fate, 
That never brought you *tiU 'twas grown too late. 

DAMON. 

Had the Fates brought me then, too charming'fair, 
I could not hope, and now I muft defpair. 
Rul'd by your friends, you quit the lovers flame. 
For flocks, for paftures, for an empty name. 
Yet though the bleft poffeffion fate denies. 
Oh let me gaze for ever on thofe eyes : 
So juft, fo true, fo innocent *s my flame. 
That Phaon, did he fee it, could not blame. 

DAPHNE. 

Such generous ends 1 know you ftill purfue, 
What I can do, be fure I will for you. 
If on efleem or pity you can live, 
Cr hopes of more, if I had more to give, 
Thofe you may have, but cannot have my heart : 
And fmce we now perhaps for ever part. 
Such noble thoughts through all your life exprefs, 
May make the value more, the pity lefs. 
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DAMON. 

Can you then go ? Can you for ever part, 
(Ye Gods ! what fliivcring pains fuiTOund my heart !) 
And have one thought to make your pity Icfs ? 
Ah Daphne, could I half my pangs exprcfs. 
You could not thinky diough hard as rocks you were^ 
Your pity ever could too great appear. 
I ne'er (hall be one moment free from pain. 
Till I behold thofe charming eyes again. 
When gay diverfions do your thoughts employ, 
I would not come to interrupt the joy ; 
But when from them you fome fpare moment find. 
Think then, oh think on whom you leave behind I 
Think with what heart I fhall behold the green. 
Where I fo oft thofe charming eyes have iecn ! 
Think with what grief I walk the groves alone. 
When you, the glory of them all, are gone ! 
Yet, oh ! that little time you have to flay. 
Let me ftill ipeak, and gaze my foul aw^y ! 
But fee my paflion that fmall aid denies; 
Grief ftops my tongue, and tears overflow my eyes* 

ECLOGUE II. 
GALATEA. 

nPHYRSIS, the gayeftone of all the fwains, 
•*• Who fed their flocks upon th' Arcadian plains^ 
While love's mad paffion quite devoured his heart. 
And the coy nymph that caus'd, neglects his (mart; 
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Strives in low numbers, fuch as fhepherds ufe. 
If not to move her brcaft, his own amuie. 
You, Chloris, who with fcom refufe to fee 
The mighty wounds that you have made on mc ; 
Yet cannot fure with equal pride difdain, 
Tt*hear an humble hind of his complain. 

Now while the flocks and herds to (hades retire. 
While the fierce fun fets all the world on fire ; 
Through burning fields, through rugged brakes I rove. 
And to the hills and woods declare my love. 
How fmall 's the heat ! how eafy is the pain 
I feel without, to that I feel within ! 

Yet fcornful Galatea will not hear. 
But from my fongs and pipe ftill turns her ear : 
l^Jot fo the fage Corifca, nor the fair 
Climena, nor rich -S^gon's only care ; 
From them my fongs a juft compaffion drew ; 
And they (hall have them, fince contemn'd by you. 

Why name i them, when ev'n chafle Cynthia (lays. 
And Pan himfelf, to iiften to my lays ? 
Pan, whofe (\veet pipe has been admir'd fb long. 
Has not difdain*d fometimes to hear my fong : 
Yet Galatea fcorns whate'er I fay. 
And GalateaJ's wifer fure than they. 

Relentlefs nymph ! can nothing move your mind ? 
Muft you be deaf, becaufe you arc unkind ? 
Though you diflike the fubje6l of my lays, 
Yef fure the fweetnefs of my voice might pleafe. 
It is not thus that you dull Mopfus ufc ; 
His fongs divert you, though you mine refufe : 

Yet 
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Yet I could tell you, fair-one, if I would, 
(And fince you treat me thus, naethinks I fhohld) 
What the wife Lycon faid, when in yon' plain 
He faw him court in hope, and me in vain ; 
Forbear, fond youth, to chacc a heedlefs fair, 
l^or think with well-tun^d verfe to pleafe her car $ 
Seek out fome other nymph, nor e'er repine 
That one who likes his fongs, fhould fly from thine* 

Ah, Lycon! ah ! your rage faife dangers forms j 
'Tis not his fongs, but 'tis his fortune charms : 
Yet, fcomful maid, in time you'll find thofe toys 
Can yield no real, no fubftantial joys ; 
In vain his wealth, his titles gain efteem, 
If for all that you arc afham'd of him. 

Ah, Galatea, would'ft thou turn thofe eyc«, 
Would*ft thou but once youchfafe to hear my cries; 
In fuch foft notes I woold my pains impart, 
As could nof fail to move thy rocky heart; 
With fuch fweet fongs I would thy fame make knowa^ 
As Pan himfclf might not difdain to own. ^ 

Oh could'ft thou, fair-one, but contented be 
To tend the iheep, and chace the hares, with mc^ 
To have thy praifes echo*d through the groves. 
And pafs thy days with one who truly loves : 
Nor let thoie gaudy toys thy heart furprize. 
Which the fools envy, and the fage defpife. 

But GaUtea fcoms my htimble flame, 
And neither aiks my fortune, nor my name. 
Of the belt cheefe my well-ftor*d dairy 's full, r 

And my foft jQneep psoduM^ie fitted wapl« 



34« W A L S H » S P O E M S. 

The richeft wines of Greece my vineyards yield. 
And fmiling crops of grain adorn my field. 

Ah, foolifh youth ! in vain thou boaft'ft thy ftore, 
Have what thou wilt, if Mopfus jftill has more. 
See whilft thou fing*ft, behold her haughty pride. 
With what difdain (he turns her head afide ! 
Oh, why would Nature, to our ruin, place 
A tiger's heart, with fuch an angel's face ? 

Ceafe, fhepheid, ceafe, at laft thy fruitlefs moan 5 ' 
Nor hope to gain a heart already gone. 
While rocks and caves thy tuneful notes refound. 
See how thy corn lies withered on the groimd ! 
The hungry wolves devour thy fattened lambs 1 
And bleating for the young makes lean the dams. 
Take, fliepherd, take thy hook, thy flocks purfuc, 
And when one nymph proves cruel, find a new, 

ECLOGUE III. 
DAMON. 

TAKEN FROM THE EIGHTH ECLOGUE OF ViRGIL. 

ARISE, O Phofphorus ! and bring the day. 
While I in fighs and tears confume away ; 
Deceiv'd with flattering hopes of Nifa*s love ; 
And to the gods my vain petitions move : 
Though they've done nothing to prevent my death, 
I '11 yet invoke them with my dying breath. 
Begin, my Mufe, begin th* Arcadian ftrains. 

Arcadia 's famous for its fpacious plains. 
Its whiftling pine-trees, and its fhady groves, 

Apd often hears the fwains lament their loyesr 

Grtsu; 
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Great Pan upon its mountains feeds his goats. 
Who firft taught re^ds to warble rural notes. 
Begin, my Mufe, begin th* Arcadian drains • 

Mopfus weds Nifa ! oh, fwell-fuitcd pair ! 
When he fucceeds, what lover can defpair ? 
After this match, let mares and griffins breed ; 
And hounds with hares in friendly confort feed. 
Go, Mopfus, go 4 provide the bridal take, 
And to thy bed the blooming virgin take t 
In her foft arms thou (halt fecurely reft. 
Behold, the evening comes to make thee bleft ! 
Begin, my Mule, begin th* Arcadian ftrains. 

Oh, Niia, happy in a lovely choice ! 
While you with fcorn negle£^ my pipe and voice | 
While you defpife my humble fongs, my herd. 
My fliaggy eyebrows, and my rugged beard ; 
While through Jthe plains difdainfully you move. 
And think no fliepherd can deferve your lov^e j 
Mopfus almae can the nice virgin win, 
With charming perfon, and with graceful miea,^ 
Begin, my Mufe, begin th' Arcadian ftrains. 

When firft I (aw you on thofe fatal plains, 
I reached you fruit ; your mother too was there ; 
Scarce had you feen the thirteenth fjpring appear : 
Yet beauty's buds were opening in your face ; 
I gaz'd, an4 biufhes did your charms increafe. 
*Tis love, thought I, that 's rifing in her breaft; 
Alas, your pafRon, by my own, I gueft j 
Then upon trlift I fed the raging pains. 
Be^in^ mjMufe, begUi th' Arcadian ftrains* 
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Oh, love ! I know thee now ; thou ow*ft thy birth 

To rocks J feme craggy mountain brought thee forth t 

Nor is it human blood that fills thy veins. 

Begin, my Mufe, begin th' Arcadian flrains^ 

Rclentlefs love to bold Medea (howM, 
To (lain her guilty hands in children's blood. 
Was (he more cruel, or more wicked he > 
He was a wicked counfellor, a cruel mother fhe. 
Begin, my Muft, begin th' Arcadian ftrains. 

Now let the fcrecch-owls vie with warbling Avans ; 
Upon hand oaks let blufhing peaches grow. 
And from the brambles liquid amber flow. ' 

The harmlefs wolves tha ravenous fheep fliall fhun i- 
And valiant deer at fearful greyhounds run : 
Let the fea rifc, and overflow the plains. 
Begin, m^ Mufe, begin th* Arcadian ftrains. 

Adipu, ye flocks j no more fhall I purfue ! 
Adieu, ye groves ; a long, a long adieu ! 
And you, coy nymph, who all my vows difdaioy. 
Take this lad prefent from a dying fwain. 
Since you diflikc whatever in life I faid. 
You may be pleasM, perhaps, to hear I*m dead :■ 
This leap fliall put an end to all my pains. 
Now ceafe, my Mufe, now ceafc th' Arcadian &TBxns» 

Thus Damon fung while on the cliff he ilood>. 
Then headlong plung'd into the raging flood. 
AH witji united grief the lofs bemoan. 
Except the authorcfs of his fate alone. 
Who hears it with an unrelenting breafl:. 
Ah^ cruel nymph ! forbear your fcoms at laft.. 

' X Haw 
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How much foc'cr you may the love dcfpife, 
*Tis barbarous to infult on one that dies'. 

ECLOGUE IV. 

L Y C O N. 
QTR;EPH0N and Damon's flocks together fe<f, 
*^ Tvv^o charming fwains as e'er Arcadia bred ; 
Both fam'd for wit, and fem'd for beauty both;;, 
Both in the luftre of their blooming youth : 
No Allien cares their tender thoughts remove. 
No paflkms difcompofe their fouls, but love. 
Once, and but once alone, as flory goes,. 
Between the youths a fierce difpute arofe ;, 
Not for the merit of their tuneful lays 
(Though both defervM, yet both defpis'd, that pcaife) | ' 
But for 3 caufe of greater moment far. 
That merited aIover*^s utmofl care. 
Each fwain the prize of beawty fbove to gain. 
For tfie bright flicpherdefs that caus'd his pain. 
Lycon they chofe,. the difference to decide, 
Lycon, for prudence and fage counfel try*d j 
Who love's myflerious arts had fhidy'd long. 
And taught, when old, what he had praais'd youngs 
For the difpute alternate verfe they choofe. 
Alternate verfe delights the rural Mufe. 

Strep. To Flavia, love, thou juflly ow^ft the priac^ 
She owns thy power, nor does thy laws reprove. 

I>AM, Though Sylvia, for herfelf, love's power defies. 
What crowds of vaffah has (he made to love ! 
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Strep. When Flavia comes attir'd for rural, games, 

Each curl, e^ch flower flie wears, a charm exprefs. 
Dam. Sylvia, without a foreign aid, inflames,- 

^Charm'd with her eyes, we never mind her drefs. 
St REP. Have you feen Flavia with her flaxen hair ? 

She feems an image of the queen of love ! 
Dam. Sylvia's dark hair like Leda's locks appear. 

And yet, like her, has charms to conquer Jove. 
Strep. Flavia by crouds of lovers is admir'd j 

Happy that youth who fhall the fair enjoy ! 
Dam. Sylvia neglefts her lovers, lives retired j 

Happy, that could her lonely thoughts employ I 
Strep. Flavia, where-e*er fhe comes, the fwains f 
dues. 

And every fmile fhe gives conveys a dart. 
D4.M. Sylvia the fwains with native coldnefs views. 

And yet what Ihepherd can defend his heart ? 
Strep. Flavia's bright beauties in an inftantftrike; 

Gazers, before they think of it, adore. 
Dam. Sylvia's foft charms, as foon as feen, we like j 

But ftill the more we think, we love the more. 
Strep. Who is fo ftupid, that has Flavia feen. 

As not to view the nymph with vaft delight ? 
Da^. Who has feen Sylvia, and fo ftupid been. 

As to remember any other fight ? 
Strep, What thoughts has Flavia, when with care 
views 

Her charming graces in the cryftal lakes ? 
Dam- To fee hers, Sylvia need no mirrors ufe j 

"She fees them by the conqucfts that ihe makes. 

Stre 
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Strep. With what affurance Flavia walks the plains ! 

She knows the nymphs muft all their lovers yield. 
Dam. Sylvia with blufhes wounds the gazini^ fwains. 

And while fhe flrives to fly, ihe virins the field* 
Strep. Flavia at firft young Melibceus lov'd ; 
. For me . (he .did that charming youth f orfake. 
Da M. Sylvia's relentlefs. heart was never raov'd j 

Gods ! that I might the firft impreflipn make I 
Strep. Should Flavia hear that Sylvia vy'd with her j 

What indignation would the charmer ihow I 
Dam. Sylvia would Flavia to herfclf prefer : 

There we alone her judgment difallow. 
Strep, if Sylvia's charms with Flavia's can compare^ 

Why is this crowded ftill, and that alone } . 
Dam. Becaufe their ways of life fo difierent arc ; 

Flavia gives all men hopes, and Sylvia none. 

Lycon. Shepherds, enough; now ccafe your amoro#i^ 

war; 
Or too much heat may carry both too far j 
I well attended the diijjute, and find 
Both nymphs have charms, but each in different kind, 
Flavia defervcs more pains than Ihe \yin coft | 
As eafily got, were fhe not eafily loft. 
Sylvia is much more difficult to gain ; 
But, once poflefs'd, will well reward the pain. 
We wifh them Flavias all, when firft we burn ; 
But, oiice poflefs'd, wifli they would Sylvias turn. 
And, by the diff*erent charms in each cxprcft. 
One we fhould fooneft love, the other beft. 

A a ECLOGUE. 
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ECLOGUE V. 

DELIA. 

Lamenting the Death of Mrs. Tempest, who 
died upon the Day of the great Storm. 

XTE gentle fvvains, who pafs your days and nights 
In Love's (incere and innocent delights ! 

Ye tender virgins, who with pride difplay 

Your beauty's fplendor, and extend your (way! 

I>amcntwith me ! with me your forrows Join ! 

And mingle your united tears with mine ! 

Delia, the Queen of Love, let all deplore ! 

Delia, the Queen of Beauty, now no more ! 

J5egin, my Mufe ! begin your mournful drains! 

Tell the fad tale through all the hills and plains ! 

Tell it through every lawn and every grove ! 
Where flocks can wander, or where (hepherds rove ! 
Bid neighbouring rivers tell the diftant fea. 
And winds from pole to pole the news convey ! 
Delia, the Queen of Love, let all deplore ! 
Delia, the Queen of Beauty, now no more ? 

'Tis done, and all obey the mournful Mufe ! 
See, hills, and plains, and winds, have heard the news! 
The foaming fea overwhelms the frighten 'dfliore. 
The vallies tremble, and the mountains roar. 
See lofty oaks from firm foundations torn, 
And Ratdy towers in hca^% q£ i\u.a mourn ! 
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The gentle Thames, that rarely paffion kiK^vs, 
Swells with this forrow, and her banks overflows : . ^* 
What (hrieks are heard ! what groans ! what dying cries! 
Ev'n nature's feif in dire convulfions lies ! 
Delia, the Queen of Love, they all deplore ! 
Delia, the Queen of Beauty, now no more ! 

O ! why did I furvivc the fatal day, 
That fnatch'd the joys of all my life away ? . 
"Why was not I beneath fome ruin loft ? 
Sunk in the (cas, or fbipwrcck*d on tlic coaft.?, 
Why did the Fates (pare this devoted head > 
Why did I live to hear that thou wert dead ? , 
By thee my griefs were calm'd, my torments eas'd| 
Nor knew I plcafure but as thou wert pleased. 
Where (hall I wander now, diftrcfs'd, al9nc } 
What ufe have I of life, now thou art gone,? ', 
I have no ufe, alas ! but to deplore 
Delia, the pride of Beauty, now no more ! ' * 

What living nymph is bleft with equal grace > 
All may difpute, but who can fill thy place ? 
What lover in his miftrefs hopes to find 
A form fo lovely, with fo bright a mind ? 
Doris may boaft a face divinely fair. 
But wants thy ihapc, thy motions, and thy air, 
Lucinda has thy (hape, but not thofe eyes. 
That, while they did th' admiring world furprize, 
Difclos'd the (ecrct luilre of the mind, 
And fcemM each lover's inmoft thoughts to find. 
Others, whoie beauty yielding fwains confefs^ 
By indifcretion jKi^e their conqueft Icfs, 
Aa X 
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And want thy conduft and obliging wit 
To .fix thoic flaves who to their chaihs fubmit. 
As fbme rich tyrant hoards an ufelefs ftorc, 
That would, well placM, inrich a thouftnd more : 
So didft thou keep a crowd of charms retired 
Would make a thoufand other nymphs admir'd. 
Gay, moded, artlefs, beautiful and young. 
Slow to refblve ; in refolution flrong ; 

To all obliging, yet refei*v'd to all ; 

!None could himfelf the favour'd lover call : 

That which alone could make his hopes endure. 

Was, that he faw no other fwain fccure. 

Whither, ah ! whither are thofe graces fled ? 

Down to the dark, the melancholy fhadc ? 

Now, fhephcrds, now lament ! and now'^'deplore J 

Delia is dead, and beauty is no more ! 

For thee each tuneful fwain pre'par'd his lays, 

His fanxe exalting while he fung thy praife. 

Thyrfis, in gay and eafy meafures, ftrove 

To charm thy ears, and tune thy foul to love : 

Menalcas, in his numbers more fublime, 

ExtoU'd thy virtues in immortal rhyme. 

Glycon whofe fatire kept the world in awe, 

Soften'd his ftrain, when firft thy chaims he faw, 

Confefs'd the goddefs who new-form*d his mind. 

Proclaimed thy beauties, and forgot mankind. 

Ceafe, (hepherd, ceafc; the charms you lung arc fled, 

The glory of our blafted ifle is dead. 

Now join ybur griefs with mine ! and now deplore 
£>cjist, the pride of beauty, now no more ! 
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Behold where now flic lic», deprived of breath! 
Charming tiiough pale, and beautiful in death! 
A troop of weeping Virgins by her fide j 
With all the pomp of woe and forrows pride ! 
O, early loft ! O, fitter to be led 
In chearful fplendor to the bridal -bed, 
THian thus condu6led to th* untimely tomb« 
A fpotlcfs yirgin in her beauty's bloom ! 
Whatever hopes fuperior merit garc, 
'Let me/ at Icaft, embrace thee in the grave i 
On thy cold lips imprint a dying kifs :' 
O that thy coynefs could refufc me this ! 
Such melting tears upon thy limbs I '11 pour, 
Shall thaw their numbncfs, and thy wannth rcftorc, 
Clafpt to my glowing brcaft, thou may*lt revive ; % 

' 1*11 breathe fuch tender fighs fhall make thcc Live, 
Or, if fcvcrer fates that aid deny. 
If thou canft not revive, yet I may die. 
In one cold grave together may be laid 
The truelt lover and the lovelieft maid. 
Then fhall I ceafe to grieve, and not before ; , 
Then Ihall I- ccafe fair Delia to deplore. 

But fee, thofe dreadful obje6ls difappear ! 
The fun (hincs out, and all the heavens are clear : 
The warring winds are hudi'd, the (ea ferene ; 
And nature, foftenM, fliifts. her angry fccne^ 
What means this fudden change ? methinks I hear . 
Melodious mufic from the heavenly fphcrc ! 
J,iftcn, ye fhepherds, and devour the found ! 
Lificn; the faint, the lovely faint, is c^own'd ! 
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While wc, miMcen in our joy and grief. 
Bewail her fete, ivho wants not our relief ? 
From the pleased orbs fhe views us here below, 
Ai)d with kind pity wonders at our woe. 

Ah, charming faint ! iince thou art blefs'd above. 
Indulge thy lovers^and forgive their love. 
Wrgive their tears, who, prefs'd with grief and care, 
Feel not thy joys, but feel their own defpair. 

HORACE, ODE III, BOOK HI. 

IMITATED, 1705. 
I. 

T^HE man that 's refolute and juft, 
•*• Firm to his principles and trulV, 
Nor hopes nor fears can blind ; 
No paflions his deiigns control, 
Not Love, that tyrant of the foul. 
Can ihake his fleddy mind, 
II. 
Not parties for revenge engag'd. 
Nor threatenings of a court enrag*d. 

Nor ftorms where fleets defpair; 
Not thunder pcnnted at his head; 
The Ihatter'd world may ftrike him dead. 
Not touch his foul with fear, 

in. 

From this the Grecian glory rofe, 
B/ this the Romans aw*d their foes : 
Of^xs their poets fm|^^ *T\a^ 
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Thefe were the paths their heroes trod, 
Thefe a£ls made Hercules a god ; 
And great NafTau a king. 
IV. 
Firm on the rolling deck he floods 
Unmov'd, beheld the breaking flood. 
With blackening ftorms combin'd. 
** Virtue, he cry'd, will force its way ; 
** The wind may for a while delay, 
" Not alter our defign. 

V. 
** The men whom felfifh hopes inflame, 
** Or vanity allures to fame, 
" May be to fears bctray'd : 
" But here a church for fuccour flics, 
** Infulted law expiring lies, 
** And loudly calls for aid. 
VI. 
*' Yes, Britons, yes, with ardent zeal, 
** I come, the wounded heart to heal, 

" The wounded hand to bind : 
^* Sec tools of arbitrary Iway, 
** And priefts, like locufls, fcout away 
** Before the weftem wind. 
Vll. 
*' Law fhall again her force refutne ; 
** Religion, cleared from clouds of Rome, , 

*< With brighter rays advance. 
" The Britifh fleet ihall rule the deep, 
*' The Britifh youth, as rous'd from fleepi 
.<* Strike tcriw into France. "^\iv. 
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VIII. 
** Nor (hall thefe promifes of fate' 
*' Be limited to my fliortdate : 

** When I from cares withdraw, 
" Still (hall the Britiih fceptre ftaftd, 
** Still flourifh in a female hand, 

** And to mankid give Jaw. 
IX. 
*' She fhall domeftic foes unite, 
** Monarchs beneath her flags ihall fight, 

" Whole armies drag her chain : 
" She fhall loft Italy rcftore, 
*' Shall make th' imperial eagle foar, 

" And give a king to Spain. 
X. 
** But know, thefe promifes are given, 
** Thefe great rewards impartial heaven 

" Docs on thefe terms decree j 
** That, ftriftly punifhirg mens faults, 
'* You let their confciences and thoughts 

" Reft abfolutely free. 

XI. 
^* Let no falfc politicks confine, 
•* In narrow bounds, your vaft defign 

** To make mankind unite ; 
** Nor think it a fufficient caufe 
** To punifti man by penal laws, 

«* For not believing right. 
XII. 
*' Rome, whofc blind zeal deftroys mankind ; 
" Rome's fohs fliall your compaflion find, 
" Who ne'er compaflaoik Vutw , 
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O learned Oxford^ fpare no (acred pains 
To nuric the glorious breed, now thy own Bromley 
reigns. 

And thou great Scarfdale, darling of this land, 
Dofl foremoft in that fam'd conuntflion ftand i 
Whofc deep remarks the liftcning world admires, 
7^y whofe aufpicious care old Ranelagh expires. 
Your mighty genius no drift rules can bind ; 
You punifli men for crimes, which you waxkt time to find. 

Senates (hall now like holy fynods be, 
And holy fynods fenate-like agree. 
Monmouth and Moftyn here inftruft the jrouth. 
There Bincks and Kimbcrley maintain the iacred truth. 
Powis and Hamlin here, with equal claim. 
Through wide Weft-Saxon realms extend their fame ; 
There Birch and Hooper right divine convey, 
Nor treat their bifhops in a human way. 

Now all our factions, all our fears fliall ceafe. 
And Tories rule the promised land in peace. 
Alalice fhall die, and noxious poifons fail, 
llarlcy fhall ceafe to trick, and Seymour ceafe to rail » 
The lambs Ihall with the lions walk unhurt. 
And Halifax and Howe meet civilly at court. 
Viceroys, like Providence, with diftant care, 
Shall govern kingdoms where they ne'er appear : 
Pacific admirals, to fave the fleet. 
Shall fly from conqueft, and (hall conqucft meet : 
Commanders fhall be prais'd at William's co^. 
And honour be rctricv'd before 'tis loft. 

I Bi-ctetoB 
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IBrtreton acd Burnaby tbe court ihaJJ grace. 
And Hxf^'t Ihall not diid^ to ihare a place. 
Forgotten Molyncux and Mafon now 
Revive and ibine ag^n in Fox and Howe. 

But as thev ftronger grow and mend their firain. 
By choice examples of King Charles's reign ; 
Bold Bellafis and patriot D'Avenanttben, 
One ihail employ the fword, askd one the pea : 
Troops ihall be led to plunder, not to fight, 
The tool of fadion ihall to peace invite. 
And foes to union be employed the kingdoms to unite, 

Yet fiill fome Whigs among the peers are found. 
Like brambles flouriihing in barren ground. 
Somers malicioufly employs his cane 
To make the lords die legiflature fhare. 
Burnet declares how French dragooning roCcp 
And bilbops perfecuting bills oppofe : 
Till Rocheftcr's * cool temper fliall be fir'd. 
And North's and Nottingham** ftrong reafbnings be 
.admired. 

But when due time their counfels ihall mature. 
And frefh removes have made the game fecurei 
When Somerfet and Devonihire give place 
To Wyndham's Bradford, and to Richmond's grace. 
Both converts great ; when juftice is refin*d, 
And corporations garbled to their mind ; 
Then paiHve do6bine« ihall with glory rife, 
Before them hated moderation flies, 
And anti-chriitian toleFBtion dies. 
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Granville (hall feizc the long-expefted chair, 

Godolpbin to ibme country feat repair ; 

Pembroke from all employments be debarred, 

And Marlborough, for ancient crimes, receive liis juft 

reward. 
France, that this happy change fo wifely has begun. 
Shall blefs the great defign, and bid it fmoothly run. 
Come on, young James's friends^ this is the time, 

come on ; 
Receive juft honours, and furround the throne. 
Baldly your loyal principles maintain, 
Hedges now rules the ftate, and Rooke the main. 
Grimes is at hand the members to reward. 
And troops are trufted to your own Gerhard. . 
The faithful club aflembles at the Vine, 
And French intrigues are broached o'er Englifli wine. 
Freely the fcnate jthe defign proclaims, 
Affronting William, and applauding James. 
Good ancient members, with a folemn face, 
Prcpofe that fafcty give to order place ; 
And what they dare not openly diffuadc. 
Is by expedients ineffe6tuai made. 
Ev'n Finch and Mulgrave, whom the court carcfs. 
Exalt its praifes, but its power deprefs ; 
And, that impartial juftice may be leen. 
Confirm to friends what they refus'd the Queen. 
Bifhops who moft advanced good James's caufe 
In church and ftate, now reap deferv'd applaufc : 
While thofc who rather made the Tower their choice, 
iVrc ftyl'd unchriflian by the nation's voice. 

Avowedly 
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AvcwMly now St. David's caufc they own^ 
And Jamco/b \ ores for fimony atone. 
Arlhbifhop Ken Ihall from I.,one-Lcat be drawn, 
While firm Nonjurors from behind Hand crouding for 

the lawn. 
And thou, great Weymouth, to reward thy charge, 
• Shalt fail to Lambeth in his Grace's barge 

Sec by bafe rebels James the Jull betray 'd, 
See his three realms by vile, usurpers fway'd ; 
Then fee with joy his lawful heir rcflor'd, 
And cning nations own their in jur'd lord. 

O would kind heaven fo loni; my life maintain, 
Inf)>iring raptures wortliy fuch a reign ! 
Not Thracian Saint John flioivld with me contend, 
Nor my fweet lays harmonious Hammond's mend : 
Not though young D'Avenanr, Saint John (houldprotef!:. 
Or the ihrcwd Doctor, Hammond's lines corre6t. 
Nay, Ihould Trcdenham in St. Mawcs compare bi» 

fbngs to mine, 
Trcdenham, though St. Mawes were judge, his laurel 
. Ihould rcfign. 

Prepare, aufpicious youth, thy friends to meet; 
Sir George * already has prcpar'd the fleet* 
Should rival Neptune (who with envioiis mind 
In times of danger ftill this chief confin'd) 
Now fend the gout, the hero to difgracc, 
Honeft George Churchill may fupply his place, 

* Rooke. 

C C N'- 
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